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Letter  from  the  Editor: 

I  would  first  like  to  thank  all  who  have 
contributed  to  the  production  to  this  year's  magazine, 
and  most  of  all- 1  would  like  to  thank  everyone  who  has 
supported  the  Elm  City  Review  in  our  goal  to  spread  the 
importance  of  creativity  onto  others.  So-  to  my  e-board, 
members,  English  and  non  English  staff  and  faculty,  and 
to  all  students  who  have  submitted  or  merely  picked  up  a 
free  copy  of  our  magazine,  I  thank  you  from  the  very 
bottom  of  my  heart. 

When  first  arriving  to  the  University  four  years 
ago,  I,  like  many  others,  was  a  lost  scared  freshman;  and 
looking  back  at  my  college  experience,  I  must  say  that  I 
have  grown  for  the  better;  and  I  owe  much  of  that  to  the 
Elm  City  Review.  Never  in  my  life  would  I  have 
imagined  myself  in  a  leadership  position,  let  alone  being 
a  President.  Through  my  experience  in  this  organization 
I  have  learned  the  value  of  hard  work,  duty,  and  most  of 
all,  friendship. 

To  me,  the  Elm  City  Review  is  not  merely 
another  club  on  campus.  This  organization  is  a  family, 
one  filled  with  wonderful  caring  people.  I  have  created 
and  strengthened  relationships  with  countless  faculty 
members  along  with  fellow  students,  and  that  is  why  in 
my  opinion,  we-  as  a  family,  have  accomplished  so 
much  over  the  past  two  years. 

I  will  miss  all  of  you  dearly.  We've  had  a  great 
journey  together,  and  along  the  way  have  achieved 
accomplishments  far  beyond  I  could  have  ever  imagined. 
It  has  been  an  honor  and  a  great  privilege  to  have  been 
your  President  and  Editor-in-Chief  I  can  never  thank 
you  enough  for  the  wonderful  experience.  This  book  is 
for  all  of  you-  for  my  family-  for  the  Elm  City  Review. 

Best  wishes, 

Stephen  R.  Acevedo 


The  Elm  City  Review 


....A  Child's  Eyes.... 
By  John  Lumbra 

When  you  look  into  a  child's  eyes 

The  innocence  is  pure. 

There  is  no  hate. 

All  you  see  is  love, 

And  with  love  comes  hope  and  faith. 

Hope  fills  the  heart  with  a  surety  that  everything  is 

great  and  everything  will  be  O.K. 

Of  course  hope  and  faith  come  hand  in  hand; 

You  can't  have  one  without  the  other 

With  faith  you  can  fmd  happiness  everywhere, 

Because  no  matter  how  hard  or  painful  things  are, 

you  know  that  there's  something  better  after  here. 

You  know  that  somewhere  there  is  no  turmoil,  hurt, 

or  deceit. 
A  child  knows  this  because  before  they  came  here 

they  were  up  there. 

Resting  comfortably  in  the  arms  of  the  lord. 

So  the  next  time  you  have  a  chance  to  look  in  the 

eyes  of  a  child,  smile  and  you'll  get  one  back. 

Because  Love  is  one  thing  a  child  doesn't  lack. 


Beauty  and  Pain 

By  Deshawn  McGregor 


Demoralization 

By  Ashley  Ventrone 
*Editor's  Choice/Contest  Winner:  Poetry* 

I've  walked  the  cold  Manhattan  streets 

The  salt  sparkling  like  midnight  stars 

on-  the  -pavement 

I've  felt  the  sharp  touch  of  the  wind's  chilled  hands 

and  have  witnessed  rainbows  of  colors  weaved  into 

the 

city  walls. 

Meanwhile... 

you  make  me  bask  in  the  way  I  evolve  when  I'm 

around  you 

But  I  also  recognize  my  unease  to  adjust  to  your 

wavelengths. 

Deeply  buried  chuckles  burst  forth  through  my  lips 

as  I  frolic  around  your  mesmerizing  lyrical  web. 

I'm  not  usually  such  a  sporadic  dancer,  for  most 

men 

expect  technical  precision,  but  you're  my  exception. 

You  do  not  walk  inside  of  the  lines,  nor  do  you 

walk  along  side  of  them. 

You  are  a  man  whose  footprints  leave  scribbles  all 

over  the  city,  interweaving  with  the  New  York  City 

grid. 

Excitement  perpetuates  the  system 

but...  I'm  not  taken  away  by  hypnosis 

Smooth  just  like  the  droplets  of  paint  that  cling  onto 

the  building  walls 

Adventurous  just  like  the  graffiti  works  of  art, 

but  unfortunately  the  paint  only  rests  on  the  surface 

and  does  not  seek  to  seep  deeper  to  see  what's  on 

the  other  side 


and  I'm  just  a  curious  girl. 

An  eternity  later  I  sit  back  at  my  desk 

as  if  this  experience  was  a  dream. 

I  feel  bits  and  pieces  of  your  prints  teetering  on  my 

nerve  endings, 

and  as  I  sit  here,  I  close  your  book  as 

revelation  keeps  trying  to  find  its  way  in. . .  every 

time  I  hesitantly  slam  a  door  in  its  face. 

And  then  my  eyes  scan  back  to  the  City 

as  I  sit  here  with  my  dead  eyes,  my  broken  ears,  and 

my  wilting  heart 

I  know  a  love  has  dissolved  and  a  new  one  has 

sprung 

...my  body  a  conflicting  melting  pot 

scattered  pieces  of  the  past,  scattered  pieces  of 

lessons  to  be  learned...  scattered  pieces  of 

knowledge, 

fragments  of  acceptance  that  crave  to  be  accepted 

I  pick  up  my  brush...!  begin  to  paint  my  portrait....! 

start  to  paint  the  truth 

Stroke  by  stroke  my  face  comes  together... stroke  by 

stroke  !  widen  my  smile 

Stroke  by  stroke  !  paint  the  tiny  blue  tear  drops 

upon  my  cheeks 

and  then  ...I  reach  the  eyes. ...and  I'm  left  in  a 

confused  state  of  mind  once  again 


Drenched,  and  Never  Will  Dry 

By  Asia  Chea 

As  I  looked  up  towards  the  sky  and  cried, 
The  sky  looked  down  and  cried  too. 
Both  our  emotions  connected 
Where  strings  had  never  before  touched. 
I  believe  my  pain  is  much  stronger, 
Because  my  heart  was  left  crutched. 
As  I  looked  up  towards  the  sky  and  cried. 
The  sky  looked  down  and  cried  too. 


2:58am 

By  Anonymous 

Ashleigh  woke  up  in  a  sweat,  wondering 
what  kind  of  dream  it  was  for  her  to  have  awakened 
with  fear  and  anxiety  coursing  through  her.  She 
could  always  remember  her  dreams;  something 
would  stand  out  in  her  mind  until  all  the  pieces  of 
the  dream  came  back  in  an  instant.  But  this  one 
seemed  lost  on  her  as  if  it  never  occurred.  She 
looked  at  the  clock  and  the  bright  red  numbers  read 
2:58.  She  groaned  and  swore  under  her  breath,  but 
then  stopped  herself  and  she  saw  something  move 
nearby  in  her  peripheral  vision.  She  looked  to  the 
right  of  her  though  her  eyes  could  not  penetrate 
through  the  veil  of  darkness;  the  moonlight  didn't 
even  help.  She  raised  her  eyebrows  in  confusion 
and  curiosity  as  she  crawled  to  the  edge  of  her  bed. 
The  closer  she  got,  the  darker  it  became,  and  she 
felt  like  she  was  losing  her  sight.  She  looked  back  at 
the  clock  again  to  confirm  that  she  could  still  see; 
the  clock  was  still  bright  and  red,  but  as  she  turned 
back,  the  moonlight  passed  through  her  window, 
illuminating  her  room  in  its  entirety.  Whatever 
darkness  there  was  in  the  comer  of  her  room  was 
gone.  She  slowly  crept  back  under  her  covers  in 
case  any  other  strange  thing  happened  and,  just 
thinking  about  the  worst  possible  thing,  she 
suddenly  pulled  the  covers  over  her  head  and  curled 
into  a  ball  in  fright.  She  closed  her  eyes  and 
drowned  out  the  drumming  of  her  panicked 
heartbeat  and  soon  she  was  back  in  a  quiet  slumber 
till  the  morning. 


The  alarm  pierced  through  the  silence  and 
consumed  Ashleigh's  room  with  its  shrill  beeping. 
However,  the  sunlight  coming  through  the  window 
was  what  made  her  open  her  eyes.  She  sat  up 
quickly  just  before  the  alarm  came  on  and  slammed 
her  hand  on  the  snooze  button.  She  got  out  of  bed 
and  ran  out  of  her  bedroom.  She  thumped  down  the 
stairs,  jumping  over  the  first  few  bottom  stairs,  and 
turned  left.  She  hit  something  hard  and  landed  on 
her  butt  on  the  floor,  pain  increasing  near  her 
tailbone.  She  looked  up  and  saw  that  her  mom  was 
also  at  eye-  level  and  fuming. 

"Ashleigh,  I'm  getting  tired  of  your  running 
around!  Where  are  you  off  to  now?"  She  yelled, 
groaning  as  she  stood  back  up  and  loomed  over 
Ashleigh.  Her  mom  wasn't  always  like  this;  ever 
since  Ashleigh's  dad  passed  away  in  that  car 
accident,  she  had  been  anal  and  moody,  which  was 
understandable  she  guessed.  Ashleigh  just  wished 
her  mom  wouldn't  take  it  out  on  her  when  Ashleigh 
dealt  with  things  by  running  away  to  different 
places  that  didn't  remind  her  of  home  and  of  all  the 
memories  of  her  father.  She  was  headed  there  now 
but  her  mom  stopped  her  from  making  a  smooth 
exit. 

"Uh. .  .just  down  the  street  to  Hannah's. 
Apparently  she  has  some  big  news  she  wants  to  tell 
me  and  wants  me  to  come  as  soon  as  possible." 
Ashleigh  lied,  hoping  her  mother  couldn't  see  the 
slight  nervous  crack  in  her  voice.  Ashleigh  got  up 
and  stared  at  her  mother  as  if  she  needed  some  kind 
of  signal  that  she  could  keep  moving. 

Her  mother  sighed,  "I'm  sorry.  Go  ahead. . . 
Just  be  careful."  She  started  to  say  something  else 
but  then  stopped.  She  turned  away,  stopped  in  her 
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tracks  and  then  started  to  say  something,  but 
stopped  and  looked  towards  Ashleigh  again.  This 
happened  repeatedly  as  if  it  was  a  broken  record,  a 
skip  in  her  mother's  actions.  Ashleigh's  eyes 
widened  as  she  saw  this  constant  repetition  and 
knew  it  wasn't  humanly  possible  for  anybody  to. . . 

Ashleigh  woke  up.  It  was  all  a  dream?  She 
asked  herself,  even  the  darkness  too?  No,  there  it 
was  again.  The  darkness  was  much  more  vivid  in 
her  eyes  this  time,  as  if  it  was  jumping  at  her  now 
and  spreading  throughout  the  walls  of  her  bedroom. 
It  was  almost  as  if  it  wanted  to  consume  her.  She 
screamed  suddenly  and  ran  down  the  stairs  at  top 
speed,  again  running  into  her  mother.  She  fell  on 
her  bum  but  this  time  the  pain  was  slightly  and  un- 
humanly  worse. 

"Mom,  what  is  this?"  She  asked,  as  she 
noticed  that  her  mom  was  now  holding  a  knife  in 
her  hand.  Had  she  been  holding  it  before? 

"Ashleigh,  I'm  getting  tired  of  your  running 
around!  Where  are  you  off  to  now?"  Her  mother 
yelled.  The  knife  gripped  in  her  hand  was  to  her 
side  with  what  looked  like  pieces  of  shredded 
lettuce  sticking  to  the  sides.  Ashleigh  didn't  answer 
this  time  as  she  stared  at  the  knife  in  her  hand.  She 
looked  up  the  stairs  in  an  attempt  to  run  but  what 
she  saw  was  herself  standing  in  the  stairwell 
looking  down  at  her.  A  cold  empty  stare  that 
haunted  her,  almost  as  if  it  were  telling  her 
something  interesting  was  going  to  happen.  She  just 
stood  there  robotically  for  a  long  period  of  time 
before  she  heard  the  sigh  again.  • 

She  could  hear  the  sigh  from  the  distance  as 
if  it  were  far  away,  "I'm  sorry.  Go  ahead. . .  just  be 
careful".  She  looked  back  at  her  mother  and  she  saw 
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that  her  mother  had  raised  the  knife,  aiming  it  at 
her.  The  look  in  her  mother's  eyes  was  of  pure  evil 
and  hatred.  But  Ashleigh  suddenly  was  not  looking 
head-on  at  the  knife;  she  was  now  in  the  position  of 
where  she'd  seen  herself  at  the  top  of  the  stairwell. 
It  was  as  if  she  had  glided  up  the  stairs  and  shifted 
perspectives  in  an  instant.  She  could  see  her  mother 
looming  over  her  on  the  floor,  the  knife  stabbing 
into  her  heart  as  she  reached  out  and  tried  to 
struggle  from  her  mother's  tight  grasp.  Ashleigh's 
eyes  widened  and  tears  fell  down  her  face,  as  the 
breath  within  her  started  to  escape  and  blood  spilled 
from  her  mouth.  Her  mother  took  the  knife  out  of 
her  chest  and  for  a  moment,  Ashleigh  had  a  bit  of 
hope  that  she  would  survive,  but  then  her  mother 
stabbed  her  again  and  again.  Ashleigh  sat  on  the 
stairs  watching  her  death,  a  void  of  emotions 
forming  in  her  heart  at  the  sudden  realization.  Not  a 
dream.  It  was  a  reality  that  was  no  longer  hers 
anymore. 

"But  aren't  I  supposed  to  go  into  the  light? 
What  happens  now?"  She  asked  herself  out  loud, 
more  to  the  ceiling  than  to  herself  Maybe  someone 
would  hear  her.  She  went  back  into  what  was  once 
her  bedroom  and  the  darkness  was  still  there 
creeping  in  the  comer.  She  reached  out  for  it;  it  was 
cool  to  the  touch  but  it  didn't  feel  foreboding.  She 
stepped  into  it,  closing  her  eyes  since  the  darkness 
didn't  help  her  direction.  When  she  opened  them, 
she  was  back  in  her  bedroom.  The  sunlight  shone 
through  the  windows  and  lit  up  the  entire  room.  She 
smiled,  everything  was  better  now.  She  felt  real 
again,  she  couldn't  understand  what  happened. 
Maybe  the  darkness  had  brought  her  back  to  life. 
She  threw  down  the  covers  and  walked  down  the 


stairs  to  see  her  mom.  Her  mom  was  in  the  kitchen 
making  sandwiches,  neatly  stacked  on  the  counter; 
three  in  total.  She  was  mumbling  to  herself  but 
Ashleigh  couldn't  understand  what  she  was  saying 
no  matter  how  close  she  got.  Her  mom  went  to  the 
sink  and  ran  the  hot  water  in  an  attempt  to  get  the 
dishes  washed,  not  noticing  Ashleigh.  She  seemed 
to  be  focused  on  the  task  at  hand.  She  placed  the 
plates  and  utensils  in  the  sink.  As  she  was  dropping 
in  the  knife  that  she  had  used,  her  mother  cocked 
her  ear  as  if  something  had  startled  her.  With  the 
knife  still  in  her  hand,  she  walked  past  Ashleigh  and 
towards  the  stairs  only  to  be  knocked  down. 

Ashleigh  gasped.  With  a  faint  whisper  that 
only  the  gods  could  hear,  she  said,  "No." 
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Untitled 

By  Euphemia  Tse 
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The  Willow 

By  Katie  Kennedy 

Like  the  branches  of  a  willow 

In  the  midst  of  a  wind 

Your  hair  flies  freely  through 

The  cool  night  air. 

Waves  ripple  through  your  lonely  eyes. 

You're  a  picture 

Whose  comers  are  fading  quickly. 
Small  depressions  forming  around 
What  was  once  a  beautiful  landscape. 

A  pile  of  ashes  after  bursting  into  flames 

You  rise  up  again  and  again, 

Always  resurrecting, 

Untouchable, 

A  relic. 
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The  Fact  Collection 

By  Madison  Soldano 

There  once  was  a  man  who  collected  facts, 

Storing  them  neatly,  categorized. 

In  their  own  special  place. 

The  many  historical  wars  that  had  plighted  Earth 

He  kept  in  baskets  of  intricately  woven  unicorn 

hair. 

Scientific  discoveries  on  medicine,  deep  space,  and 

botany 

Were  stacked  in  boxes  bound  in  troll  skin. 

Which  is  quite  close,  I've  been  told. 

To  the  consistency  of  leather. 

Every  country  and  its  mountains,  lakes,  and  rivers 

Could  be  found  within  containers 

Of  intertwining  tail  hairs  from  the  centaurs  in  the 

nearby  woods. 

All  the  endless  numbers  of  pi 

He  preserved  in  the  dark  basement. 

Keeping  the  empty  phoenix  cages  and  fairy  dust 

bottles  company. 

But,  out  of  all  the  countless  facts  in  the  man's 

collection. 

His  true  pride  and  joy  was  his  world  famous 

Library  of  encyclopedias,  which  he  gingerly  placed 

Atop  long  stretches  of  bookshelves 

Made  of  the  finest,  most  ornate, 

Beautifully  hand  carved 

Elves  wood 

Ever  unknown  to  man. 
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The  Complex  Machine 

By  Melanie  Rovinsky 


Always  on. 

Working  to  a  beat  - 

Silently  moving  mechanisms 

that  function  and  malfunction. 

Skin  stretched  taut  over 

the  grinding  gears. 

Constantly 

doing  what  it's  told. 

Breathing  it  all  in  -  carcinogens,  coke, 

contaminants,  corruption,  cancer. 

Beatings,  broken  bones,  bruises,  blood  billowing 

we  batter  our  bodies. 

Yet  they  cling  on  despite  loads  of  abuse, 

just  to  get  the  tasks  done,  just  to  fmish. 

Mindlessly  moving  through  the  motions, 

and  somehow  producing  a  coherent  whole. 

Minor  glitches  but  never  complete  cessation. 

Blood  is  pumping,        muscles  moving. 


Never  a  thank  you. 
Go  in.        Go  out. 
Wearing  very  thin. 
No  sleep  mode  'till 


Just  expectations. 

Go  up.    Go  down. 

Wearing  nearly  out. 

the  plug  is  pulled. 
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L.I.F.E  (I  Love  You) 
By  Ankit  Sharma 

From  the  blues  of  the  sky, 

to  the  blacks  of  the  starry  night. 

From  the  Loud  music  of  a  club, 

to  the  rented  movies  on  iTunes. 

From  the  Umbrella-protected  rainy  days, 

to  the  shimmer  of  the  summer  sun  on  the  beach. 

Life  Oh!  Life  I  Love  You! 

From  the  top  of  a  favorite  list, 

to  the  victim  of  the  brutal  hate. 

From  the  wildness  of  a  party, 

to  the  half-burnt  cigarette  on  the  bathroom  floor. 

From  the  redness  of  a  blossoming  love  life, 

to  the  wide  cracks  on  my  beating  heart. 

Life  Oh!  Life  I  Love  You! 

From  the  loudness  of  a  talk, 

to  the  shrillness  of  a  quiet  silence. 

From  the  attraction  of  a  loud  laugh  on  my  lips, 

to  the  saltiness  of  a  flowing  tear,  running  down  my 

cheeks. 

From  the  float  of  a  Frisbee  in  air, 

to  the  joysticks  of  an  intricate  videogame. 

Life  Oh!  Life  I  Love  You! 

From  the  pinkness  of  health, 

to  the  pain  inflicting  bitter  coughs. 

From  the  comforts  of  a  posse, 

to  the  lonely  company  of  my  reflection. 

From  the  energy  drinks-induced  all  night  studying, 

to  the  emancipating  feeling  of  a  free  day. 

Life  Oh!  Life  I  really  do  Love  You! 
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Do  the  Dead  Care? 

By  Brianna  Halek 

She  looks  at  all  of  the  flowers  placed  on  the  stones. 
Does  it  matter?  The  people  who  place  them  only  do 
it  for  themselves,  so  that  maybe  they'll  feel  better. 
The  dead  won't  care;  they  probably  can't  know  that 
they  are  receiving  these  frivolous  gifts. . .  They 
might  not  exist  in  any  form  at  all,  and  if  they  do, 
they  may  only  see  blackness.  And  that's  what  she's 
the  most  afraid  of.  Imagining  that  death  is  just  a  big, 
black,  silent  space  of  suffering...  She's  always  been 
afraid  when  it  comes  to  the  reality  of  death.  The 
ideas  in  faith  and  religion  are  an  impossible  comfort 
because  she  doesn't  know  what  to  believe.  How  can 
the  truth  of  it  all  ever  be  known?  Even  with  this 
fear,  though,  she  enjoys  strolling  through 
cemeteries — when  it's  still  light  out,  of  course — so 
that  she  can  read  the  names  on  the  stones.  Touching 
a  couple  lightly  with  her  fingertips,  she  reads  the 
dates  they  were  bom  and  the  dates  they  had  died. 
Some  who  died  at  the  end,  the  middle,  and  the 
beginning  of  their  lives.  One  particular  stone  read: 
Abigail  Tyler,  January  10^^  1899  to  May  22"^^  1903. 
After  reading  this,  she  contemplates  why  such 
young  people  are  always  taken  away  from  the 
world,  from  the  things  that  love  them,  without  any 
explanation.  But  that's  death.  There  is  no 
explanation,  there  is  no  reason.  This  makes  her 
angry  and  her  vision  blurs  as  she  gives  birth  to  tears 
over  the  many  bodies.  She  wants  to  know  that  her 
life  and  the  lives  of  her  loved  ones  won't  be  taken 
away  abruptly.  Wants  to  know  what  has  happened 
to  all  that  is  buried  beneath  the  fertile  grass  she  sits 
upon,  and  what  will  eventually  happen  to  her  when 
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she  inevitably  lays  down  with  them.  She  hopes  that 
what  she'll  find  is  that  death  and  being  dead  is  less 
frightening  than  life. 
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Untitled 

By  Ashley  Johnson 

I  don't  understand  the  big  deal  about  death. 

What  is  it  that  seares  people  about  their  final 

breath? 

A  bigger  question  lies,  I  wish  to  apprehend: 

Why  do  people  care  about  another's  intended  end? 

If  my  body's  not  mine,  if  it  doesn't  belong  to  me, 
then  what's  the  big  deal  in  ceasing  to  be? 
Why  does  one  little  word  cause  so  much  fuss? 
All  I  want  to  do  is  to  "catch  the  bus." 

WTiy  does  the  judgment  of  humanity  dictate  what  is 

so?' 

How  do  they  know  best,  how  could  they  possibly 

know, 

that  "things  will  improve"  that  "life  holds  hope"? 

I'm  sorr>',  but  I  just  don't  think  I  can  cope. 

I  can't  hold  on  until  that  faraway  day, 

when  things  might  be  better,  when  they  might  be 

okay. 

You  see.  hell  doesn't  comply  with  the  laws  of 

reality. 

It  much  prefers  to  prey  upon  the  weakness  of 

fatality. 

Pain  doesn't  abide  by  the  time  of  "tomorrow" 

Suicide  doesn't  know  there's  an  end  to  borrow. 

Nightmares  are  unaware  they  dwell  only  in  the 

night. 

That's  why  I  don't  believe  that  ever>thing  will  be 

alright. 
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I  have  this  rotting  core  that  lives  inside  me  as  we 

speak. 

It's  this  constant  decay  that  makes  me  so  weak. 

It's  abandonment  of  hope  that  makes  me  ever  so 

weary. 

It's  the  loss  of  self  that  makes  me  always  so  teary. 

It's  impossible  to  explain,  impossible  to  describe. 

Yet  somehow,  humanity  feels  it  is  qualified  to 

prescribe 

strong  opinions  in  opposition  to  this  cosmic  sin. 

Don't  judge  me.  You  haven't  been  where  I've  been. 

What  will  be,  will  be,  that's  what  I've  read. 
Live  and  let  live,  I've  heard  it  been  said. 
And  by  the  same  token,  how  could  you  deny, 
that  it's  just  as  important  to  die  and  let  die? 

It's  all  too  much.  And  if  s  all  the  same. 
Let  me  become  part  of  the  earth,  part  of  the  rain. 
As  I  w^as  before,  let  me  become  once  again, 
a  collection  of  molecules,  free  from  pain. 
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Friends 

By  Shniqua  Christian 

A  person  you  can  count  on  through  thick  and  thin, 

Are  the  people  you  keep  at  heart,  despite  their 

whining; 

They'll  have  your  back  when  no  one  else  will, 

They'll  tell  you  no  and  never  give  you  that  pill. 

Friends  are  the  people  you  can  count  on, 

When  everything's  going  wrong  for  far  too  long; 

They  help  you  out  when  you're  in  trouble. 

Never  asking  you  for  anything  in  return,  not  even  a 

dollar. 

Friends  are  the  people  you  can  call  on. 

To  tell  your  secrets  to  without  thinking  wrong; 

They'll  keep  nothing  from  you  because  of  your 

loyalty. 

They'll  be  by  your  side  throughout  eternity. 

Friends  are  the  people  you  can  be  yourself  with. 
You  can  be  the  clown  that  you  are  in  their  midst; 
From  dusk  till  dawn  there'll  be  no  criticism, 
About  your  behavior  and  who  you  were,  even  in 
prison. 

They  are  the  ones  that  stick  by  your  side, 
No  matter  the  circumstances  or  where  you  reside; 
Your  peeps,  your  brethren,  your  partner  in  crime. 
Is  the  perfect  friend  you  can  fmd,  forever  in  time. 


20 


She's  Falling  Apart 

By  Hollie  Hale 
(Based  on  a  song  by  Lisa  Loeb) 

"Time  for  dinner,"  I  heard  my  mom  yell  at 
the  bottom  of  the  stairs. 

I  groaned  and  walked  down  to  meet  my 
parents  at  the  table.  I  didn't  want  to  be  there;  I  had 
no  desire  to  be  near  them.  Or  anyone,  for  that 
matter.  I  just  wanted  to  be  alone.  I  was  slipping  into 
a  depression  but  no  one  even  seemed  to  care.  I 
know  my  parents  could  sense  something  was 
different  about  me,  but  they  never  questioned  it. 

They  pull  up  their  chairs  to  the  table 
She  stares  at  the  food  on  her  plate... 

I  picked  slightly  at  my  food.  I  wasn't  in  the 
mood  to  eat.  I  didn't  want  to  have  to  sit  at  the  table 
any  longer.  None  of  us  spoke  throughout  dinner.  I 
kept  my  head  down,  staring  at  my  plate  wishing  I 
could  get  out  of  here.  I  couldn't  take  it  anymore.  So 
I  pushed  my  plate  away  from  me  and  got  up. 

At  the  toast  and  the  butter,  her  father  and  mother, 
She  pushes  away. 

I  mumbled  something  about  how  I  wasn't 
hungry.  I  saw  the  look  of  disappointment  and  worry 
cross  my  mother's  face.  My  dad  looked  hopeless.  I 
climbed  the  stairs  to  my  room  and  sat  on  my  bed.  I 
felt  empty  inside  and  unbelievably  sad  for  no 
reason.  I  took  a  shower  and  watched  TV  for  a  while. 
I  heard  my  mom  yell  up  a  goodnight  to  me,  but  I 
just  ignored  it.  I  hoped  she  took  it  as  a  sign  I  was 
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sleeping.  I  could  hear  her  sigh  sadly  as  she  walked 
away.  I  got  up  and  laid  back  in  my  bed,  hoping 
sleep  would  make  it  all  go  away. 

And  they  rise  in  the  morning, 
And  they  sleep  in  the  dark. 
And  even  though  nobody's  looking 
She's  falling  apart. 

I  felt  myself  moving  through  the  actions  of 
everyday  life,  but  didn't  feel  like  it  was  me.  I  was 
distant  from  everyone.  My  friends  noticed 
something  was  different,  but  never  asked  me.  It  was 
obvious  I  was  falling  apart  very  slowly,  but  no  one 
offered  help.  I  wondered  what  I  would  have  to  do  to 
get  someone  to  notice  my  pain. 

It  was  emergency  go-home  day.  I  arrived  at 
my  empty  house,  relieved  that  I  was  alone.  Finally  I 
could  just  be  by  myself.  I  went  upstairs. 

She  gets  home  from  school  too  early 

And  closes  the  door  to  her  room. 

There's  nothing  inside  her, 

She's  weak  and  she's  tired  of  feeling  like  this. 

God,  why  was  I  so  miserable?  And  why 
wouldn't  anybody  see  it?  I  sat  in  silence  on  my  bed 
for  a  while.  I  looked  over  at  my  dresser  and  spotted 
a  safety  pin  lying  there.  I  furrowed  my  eyebrows. 
That's  strange,  I  thought.  And  then,  a  very  weird 
feeling  came  over  me;  a  sense  of  curiosity.  I  picked 
it  up  and  stared  at  it  before  scratching  at  my  arm.  I 
felt  calm,  relieved.  I  thought  this  was  how  I  could 
show  my  pain  to  the  world.  Maybe  someone  would 
notice. 
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This  became  my  habit.  It  was  now  about  a 
year  later.  I  know  my  parents  reahzed  something 
was  up  with  their  daughter,  but  never  asked  me.  I 
told  a  few  friends.  For  a  while,  they  asked  me  all 
the  time  how  I  was  doing.  And  then,  it  all  stopped. 
No  one  asked  me  anymore.  Why  was  everyone  just 
ignoring  me  like  this?  How  far  did  I  have  to  go  for 
people  to  really  care? 

And  they  rise  in  the  morning, 
And  sleep  in  the  dark. 
And  even  though  nobody's  looking, 
She's  falling  apart. 

Still,  no  one  noticed  my  real  pain  inside.  My 
arm  was  covered  in  old  scars  and  new  slices,  as  was 
my  thigh.  Safety  pins  no  longer  seduced  me;  now  it 
was  razors.  I  wallowed  in  my  own  depression. 
Friends  never  asked  me  about  it  anymore.  My 
parents  were  oblivious.  I  was  still  falling  apart. 
Now,  not  as  slowly  as  before.  My  mom  calls  up  to 
my  room. 

They  call  her  for  dinner;  she  makes  up  a  reason... 

I  tell  her  I'm  not  hungry  right  now,  that  I'm 
in  the  middle  of  my  history  homework.  I  sound 
convincing,  even  to  myself  I  just  don't  want  to  go 
down  and  sit  with  them.  I  just  want  to  be  alone,  like 
always.  My  mom  mumbles  an  okay,  but  I  can  hear 
the  hurt  in  her  voice.  She  knows  her  daughter  is 
slipping  away.  And  yet,  my  mother  never  talks  to 
me  about  it. 


23 


She  looks  at  her  arms  as  she  rolls  down  her 
sleeves... 

I  stare  at  my  arm.  I  couldn't  believe  I 
actually  did  this  to  myself.  But  I  grin  softly  as  I 
touched  the  razor  to  my  arm.  At  least  I  was  dealing 
with  my  sadness,  right?  I  know  my  mom  had  seen 
my  arm  at  one  or  two  occasions,  but  she  never 
brought  it  up.  I  was  more  careftil  now  at  hiding 
them,  but  I  had  a  feeling  my  mom  knew  I  was  in 
trouble.  I  didn't  care.  I  didn't  think  she'd  ever  ask 
me  about  it.  My  friends  seemed  to  forget  what  I  was 
doing.  I  shrugged  it  off;  I  let  them  ignore  the  issue.  I 
stopped  bringing  it  up  all  together. 

And  her  mother  is  starting  to  see  through  her  lies 
And  last  night  her  father  had  tears  in  his  eyes. 

I  heard  my  parents  talking  last  night.  They 
were  obviously  concerned  about  me.  My  mom 
asked  my  dad  if  he  had  noticed  my  arm.  When  he 
said  he  hadn't,  my  mom  dropped  the  subject.  I  was 
hurt;  still  she  never  said  anything.  I  was  frustrated.  I 
debated  on  walking  into  the  living  room,  waving 
my  arm  in  their  faces,  just  to  see  their  reaction. 

Another  year  later,  I'm  in  therapy.  Someone 
told  the  school  about  me.  Sure,  now  they  say 
something.  It  took  them  this  long?  I  lost  quite  a  few 
friends,  saying  I  used  them  and  never  cared  about 
their  advice.  I'm  becoming  numb  to  the  pain.  I  have 
a  hard  time  feeling  anything  at  all.  My  parents 
began  asking  me  about  it.  They  don't  understand. 
My  friends  start  asking  me  about  it  again,  offering 
support.  I  take  it  happily. 
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Another  year.  I'm  still  cutting  up  my  arm. 
My  parents  don't  ask  me  anymore;  my  friends  stop 
as  well.  I  thought  I  was  getting  better.  But  I  need 
the  people  I  love  to  show  they  care.  It's  been 
months  since  one  of  my  friends  asked  me  about  it. 
Everyone  seems  to  think  I'm  fixed.  But  I'm  not.  I'm 
still  very  broken. 

And  they  rise  in  the  morning, 
And  they  sleep  in  the  dark. 
And  even  though  nobody's  looking, 
She's  falling  apart. 

Yes.  Even  though  no  one  is  looking,  or 
noticing,  I'm  still  falling  apart.  I'm  still  tumbling 
down  into  the  blackness  of  depression.  And 
honestly,  I  wonder  if  I'm  beyond  saving. 
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Beauty  in  the  Darkness 

By  Kaitlin  Kennedy 
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Beige  Drapes 

By  Anonymous 

Beige  drapes,  plaid  or  checkered,  loosely 

drawn  and  wrinkled. 

Metal  blinds  hide  the  world,  you 

and  I,  plus 

my  now  deceased 

grandfather's  chair  sitting  in 

the  comer. 

A  face,  a  chest,  a  knee,  the 

poignant  look  of  a  childish  boy 

who  may  have  been  attracted 

to  the  innocence, 

the  distance. 

The  tracks  that  kept  you 

Absent,  safe  from  the  sadness, 

the  slow  impending  death 

that  once  haunted 

the  isolated, 

alleged  home. 

The  edges  of  your  photograph 

would  be  worn 

if  I  actually  owned  one. 

You  sit  on  the  side  of  the  bed; 

the  patterns  of  your  duvet 

taunt  your  personality 

and  the  atmosphere. 

The  base  slightly  vibrated 

the  room. 

The  music  sang,  "darling. 

You  fucked  up." 
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IN  THE  PARK  (WELCOMING  THE  SPRING) 

By  Doralie  Ortiz 

I  am  going  to  walk  in  the  park. 
I  am  going  to  walk  and  talk  in  the  park. 

I  am  going  to  laugh  on  the  swing. 
I  am  going  to  walk  and  talk  in  the  park  as  I  laugh 
and  swing  on  the  swing. 

I  am  going  to  fly  in  the  sky. 
I  am  going  to  walk  and  talk  in  the  park  as  I  laugh 
and  swing  on  the  swing  while  I  fly  in  the  sky. 

I  am  going  to  cry. 
I  am  going  to  walk  and  talk  in  the  park  as  I  laugh 
and  swing  on  the  swing  while  I  fly  in  the  sky  when  I 
cry. 

I  am  going  to  soar. 
I  am  going  to  walk  and  talk  in  the  park  as  I  laugh 
and  swing  on  the  swing  while  I  fly  in  the  sky  when  I 
cry,  I  dream  and  I  soar. 

I  am  going  to  scream. 
I  am  going  to  walk  and  talk  in  the  park  as  I  laugh 
and  swing  on  the  swing  while  I  fly  in  the  sky  when  I 
cry,  I  dream  and  I  soar  so  I  scream. 

I  am  going  to  go  through  the  door. 
I  am  going  to  walk  and  talk  in  the  park  as  I  laugh 
and  swing  on  the  swing  while  I  fly  in  the  sky  when  I 
cry,  I  dream  and  I  soar  so  I  scream  as  I  hope  to  go 
and  run  through  the  door. 
Yes,  I  soar! 

I  scream,  "I  want  more!" 
I  implore 

You  to  fmd  why  I  try 
When  I  hide  and  I  lie; 
All  is  gone 
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When  I  run, 

Why  I  see 

Whom  I  see 

As  I  do  in  dream. 

Yes,  I  soar! 

I  want  more! 

Now  I  am  going  to  run  through  the  door  and  hope 

that  I  scream  as  I  wish  to  soar  as  I  do  in  my  dreams, 

when  I  cry  as  I  fly  in  the  sky,  while  I  swing  on  the 

swing  where  I  laugh,  thus  I  talk  and  walk  in  the 

park. 

Now  it  is  dark 

My  day  is  now  done. 

I  have  had  all  the  fun 

I  could  have  in  the  park. 
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The  Sky  Darkens 

By  John  Lumbra 

As  I  sit  staring,  wondering  where  it  all  went 

It  seems  like  it  was  only  yesterday 

We  used  to  sit  together  in  this  very  spot 

Of  course  that  was  years  ago 

But  I  still  remember  it  clear  as  day 

You  were  off  into  one  of  your  episodes 

I  can't  quite  put  the  words  together 

But  you  were  so  happy  laughing  and  whatnot 

I  pulled  your  lips  to  mine,  with  eyes  of  a  love  that 

words  can't  come  close  to  describing 
A  love  that  may  never  be  understood  until  one  has 

experienced  it. 

Yea  I  remember  though 

We  shared  a  kiss  that  was  nothing  short  of  ecstasy. 

When  our  lips  departed  our  eyes  were  filled  with 

tears. 

You  were  so  cute 

I  dried  your  eyes  and  you  dried  mine 

I  told  you  that  I  loved  you. 

There  was  so  much  to  us,  you  were  my  everything. 

Until  one  day  the  Lord  himself  swept  you  off  your 

feet. 

Maybe  we  had  a  few  problems  but  never  once  could 

I  have  ever  thought  that  in  a  few  short  months  I 

would  be  saying  goodbye  to  you  forever. 

All  I  can  ask  is  why? 
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...  .I'll  probably  never  understand. 

The  pain  is  constant 

Every  time  I  turn  around  there  you  are. 

In  the  form  of  numbers  or  a  song  will  play  on  the 

radio. 

These  days  are  supposed  to  get  better. 

But  I  never  could  picture  life  without  you. 

Since  you've  been  gone  my  life  has  fallen  apart. 

Night  after  night  I've  asked  the  man  upstairs  to 

bring  us  back  together. 

Life  down  here  is  so  angry,  the  people  are  so  mean. 

At  least  when  you  were  here  we  could  kid  around 

about  that  sort  of  thing.  Talk  about  how  much  being 

angry  about  everything  is  such  a  waste  of  life. 

And  now,  5  years  today,  I've  yet  to  meet  anyone 

who  appreciates  life  as  much  as  you  did. 

You  were  so  good  at  everything  I  was  terrible  at. 

You  were  always  late  and  I'm  good  with  that  kind 

of  stuff.  We  were  never  late,  well  except  for  that 

one  time... 

Anyways,  I'm  always  in  a  hurry  and  you  would 

always  make  sure  I  slowed  down  a  little.  You  made 

me  stop  and  find  new  ways  to  appreciate  the  smaller 

things  in  life. 

You  always  used  to  tell  me  how  it's  the  little  things 

that  count  the  most,  "the  details"  you  used  to  say. 

Now  I  see  how  right  you  really  were. 

Now  when  I  go  to  that  one  special  spot  and  see  all 

the  little  animals,  they  stop  and  stare  as  if  to  say 

they  miss  you  as  much  as  I  do. 
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By  the  way,  those  flowers  you  worked  so  hard 

nurturing  have  bloomed  and  new  ones  sprouted  all 

over  the  place  just  like  you  said  they  would. 

They're  beautiful  baby. 

Well,  it's  so  dark  now,  I  have  to  get  going,  I  just 

wanted  you  to  know  that  you'll  always  be  apart  of 

me. 

I  love  you  so  much  and  pray  the  day  we  can  be 

together  again  comes  real  soon. 

Love, 
Me. 
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The  day  I  thought  of  donating  money 

By  Sara  Malmlov 

I  peel  off  my  skin  /  it  itches  and  is  uncomfortable  / 1 
am  going  to  show  who  I  really  am,  but  look  /  here 
comes  another  peel,  I  undress  that  too  /  dig  deep 
down  through  layers  of  fat  and  ropy  tissue  /  fmd  the 
deepest  layers  within  me,  the  one  next  to  my  ribs 
and  lungs  / 1  peel  off  my  bloody  ribs  / 1  have 
reached  further  in  but  I  notice  that  there  are  no  more 
layers  to  peel  /just  a  lonesome  heart  /  my  heart  / 
how  repulsive  it  looks. 


33 


My  Momo 

By  Anonymous 
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Attracted  to  the  Unavailable 

By  Maxine  Morency 

You're  marked  down  as  taken 

Off  the  market 

Needless  to  say  you're 

Unavailable 

Another  ideal  man 

That  could 've  been  my  ideal  man 

Turned  out  to  be  unavailable 

He  moves  with  such  a  swagger 

His  baritone  exudes  with  confidence 

And  his  laughter  captures  my  heart 

With  all  that  being  said 

I  have  to  keep  in  mind  that 

He  is  still  unavailable 

He's  nothing  more  than 

A  taken  man 

That  I  wish  could 've  been  taken  by  me 

Yet  he  is  faithfully 

Securing  that  position  of  a  taken  man 

Which  I  admire 

Even  though  a  hint  of  me  envies 

Because  I  would  love  it 

If  he  were  to  faithfully  stand  in  that  position 

With  me 

All  I  can  do  is  stand  back 

And  just  wait  if  he  ever  becomes 

An  available  man 


35 


Untitled 

By  Emily  Boelsems 
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Warriors  of  WWI 

By  Molly  Seely 

Men  of  nations,  near  and  far 
Come  to  fight  for  whom  they  are. 
From  steel-wrought  city  and  prairie  farm 
They  arrive  in  droves,  a  human  swarm. 
They  come  for  glory,  God  and  king. 
With  banners  risen,  they  chant  and  sing 

By  every  vessel  they  siege  the  land. 
From  fields  of  Flanders  to  Gallipoli  sand. 
Sky-bom  chariots  -  birds  of  war 
Pilots  of  destiny  take  flight  and  soar; 
Leviathans  upon  the  sea 
From  sub  to  cruiser:  a  potpourri; 

By  trains,  by  trucks,  by  tank  battalion, 
The  foot,  the  bike,  the  chestnut  stallion 
The  newest  technology,  aside  the  old; 
With  mighty  steeds  of  knights  so  bold 
A  thousand  years  of  industrial  pride: 
The  cavalry's  last  chance  to  ride 

Men  fighting  hard  for  liberty 

Whatever  they  believe  it  be 

At  every  comer  of  the  globe 

Men  will  feel  the  reaper's  probe 

Though  some  lose  more  and  some  lose  less 

It's  still  a  nasty  game  of  chess 

With  those  on  top  afar  from  pain. 
The  great  expense  of  single  gain; 
The  ones  below  give  all  they  know 
For  destiny  decreed  it  so 
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They  are  the  hope,  these  the  brave 
Even  in  their  shallow  grave 

By  trench  they  fight  the  western  front 
A  muddy  stagnation,  tired  and  blunt 
Tunneling  towards  the  Asphodel  shore 
Where  saint  and  sinner  have  been  before 
Where  iron  Kore  is  hailed  as  queen 
Of  living  nightmare,  a  wake-less  dream 

Towards  the  rising  sun,  the  Cossack  fields 
The  Caesar  weakened,  dies  and  yields 
A  dynasty  is  wrought  asunder 
Subject  to  the  fiefdom's  plunder 
A  new  age  is  beginning  here 
One  the  west  will  learn  to  fear 

To  the  south,  on  Holy  Land 
The  Arab  tribes  are  taking  stand 
With  Arab,  Indian,  and  Anzac  sword 
To  stop  the  Turkish  overlord. 
They  fight  for  God,  and  him  alone. 
And  a  place  to  call  their  home. 

A  different  battle  farther  east. 

The  red  sun's  palm  is  deftly  greased 

Successful  in  Pacific  gains; 

Never  fait 'ring  in  sea  campaigns 

Though  war  prestige  won't  last  for  long, 

They  keep  their  rights  to  Hun's  Shandong. 

Hippolytus'  defeat  by  sea 
Secured  the  Argent'  chastity; 
Unwilling  to  abide  by  war 
Instead  to  profit  by  the  score, 
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Still  hailed  as  victors  in  the  end 
They  gained  a  northern  Allied  friend. 

The  neutral  jewel  of  Aztec  reign 
Nigh  promised  some  unlawful  gain, 
Awakens  now  the  mighty  beast 
And  sets  a  course  of  Huns  for  feast. 
The  Americans  now  show  their  face 
And  bring  to  Europe  their  own  case. 

In  the  high  maple  expanse, 
Brothers-in-arms  head  off  to  France 
While  back  at  home  in  Halifax 
Explosions  stop  men  in  their  tracks; 
The  likes  of  which  was  ne'er  seen 
Till  Nagasaki's  mournful  keen. 

The  fear  they  had  was  justified 
For  by  the  end  some  millions  died. 
With  hope  and  faith,  albeit  blind, 
They  sought  to  protect  all  humankind; 
Men  of  victory,  men  of  shame 
Return  next  war,  to  fight  again. 
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Crimson  and  Silver 

By  SC  Bernadette 

Short,  almost  spiky  blonde  hair  with  side- 
swept  bangs  and  bright  blue  eyes  greeted  her  as  she 
looked  in  the  mirror.  The  tiniest  hint  of  makeup 
graced  her  features,  highlighting  azure  eyes  and 
crimson  lips.  Quirking  a  smile  at  her  appearance, 
she  lazily  slid  her  silver  dangling  earrings  into 
place.  Briefly,  she  searched  the  bureau  top  for  the 
accompanying  pieces,  pursing  her  lips  in  annoyance 
before  finding  the  small  three  diamond  necklace 
and  matching  bracelet.  The  light  reflected  off  the 
tiny  gems  nestled  at  the  base  of  her  throat  and 
caught  on  the  silver  links  surrounding  her  left  wrist. 

Standing  before  the  full-length  reflection, 
she  appraised  herself.  The  little  black  dress  clung  to 
her  every  curve,  ending  just  above  her  knees.  The 
widespread  halter  emphasized  her  collarbone; 
scooped  neckline  provided  a  generous  glimpse  of 
her  cleavage.  Three  inch  stilettos  completed  the 
look,  and  she  smirked. 

He'd  never  know  what  hit  him. 

Right  on  time,  she  thought  as  her  doorbell 
rang.  Grabbing  her  clutch,  she  moved  to  the  door. 
Opening  it,  she  watched  the  man  before  her  freeze. 
"Oh,  wow,"  he  muttered,  successfully  recovered, 
"Ally son,  you  look...  magnificent!" 

"Thank  you,  Martin."  She  closed  the  door 
behind  her,  finding  his  arm  waiting  for  her. 
Grinning,  she  took  his  arm  and  let  him  lead  her  to 
his  car.  Light  conversation  flowed.  Some  time  later, 
she  asked,  "Martin,  would  you  mind  pulling  over 
for  a  moment?  The  sky  is  absolutely  beautiful  here 
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and  I'd  love  to  look  at  the  stars."  Nodding,  he 
pulled  into  a  deserted  outlook  just  off  the  highway. 

Martin  ran  around  and  opened  her  door;  she 
delicately  accepted  his  hand  to  get  out.  A  shy  smile 
of  thanks  appeared  for  his  chivalrous  gesture. 
Standing,  she  tilted  her  head  back  to  look  at  the 
night  sky.  Her  hand  slid  over  his  heart  as  she  drew 
herself  alongside  him.  "It's  so  beautiful,"  she 
breathily  whispered,  leaning  on  his  shoulder. 

"It  couldn't  be  more  perfect,"  he  replied, 
hesitantly  wrapping  his  arm  around  her.  She  merely 
settled  in  more,  fingers  moving  to  play  with  the 
buttons  on  his  dress  shirt.  Allyson  watched  as 
confusion  played  over  his  features.  It  was,  after  all, 
only  their  first  date,  but  she  knew  he  was  the  one. 

"Oh,  I  can  think  of  something  it's  missing," 
she  cooed,  expertly  playing  the  seductress.  Hints  of 
a  smug  grin  appeared  on  his  face  while  blue  eyes 
narrowed  on  his  profile.  Tilting  her  head  to  look  in 
his  eyes,  her  gaze  then  flickered  to  his  mouth. 
Gently,  her  fingers  captured  his  tie,  pulling  him 
down  to  her.  Silently,  a  thin  blade  emerged  from  her 
clutch,  the  bag  falling  unnoticed.  The  moment  his 
eyes  closed,  she  struck. 

In  one  fell  swoop,  she  spun  from  his  hold 
and  slit  his  throat  viciously  quick,  watching  as  his 
eyes  widened.  Gurgling,  Martin  collapsed,  blood 
tainting  the  gleaming  blade  and  pooling  at  her  feet. 
A  feral,  predatory  smile  accompanied  hooded  eyes 
as  she  observed  his  final  gasps  and  his  desperately 
futile  attempts  of  staving  off  the  cascade.  There  was 
one  final  convulsing  exhale  before  she  found 
lifeless,  glassy  eyes.  Delicately,  she  stepped  away, 
and  picked  up  her  clutch,  wiping  away  the  crimson 
droplets  marring  the  silver  blade.  Rolling  her  eyes, 
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she  walked  to  her  own  car  hidden  a  ways  down,  her 
face  a  careful  mask  of  innocence.  This  one  had  been 
perfect;  the  next  would  be  even  better. 

She  was,  after  all,  the  Black  Widow. 
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Worn  down 

By  Jane  Schwab 

me  and  the  wood  floor, 

we  aren't  so  different. 

walked  on. 

scratched. 

marked  for  life. 

I  wonder  if  my  scars 

will  fade  someday. 

If  the  floor 

will  be  smooth  again. 


43 


Indwelt 

By  Phillip  Duchesne 

Where  there  is  flame,  I  hath  brought  it. 
Where  there  is  smoke,  I  have  thought  it. 
Where  there  is  havoc,  fear  hath  wrought  it. 
Do  not  fear  me  Httle  ones,  for  you  shall  writhe  no 
more. 
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Untitled 

By  Randy  Rinaldi 
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The  Jazzman 

By  Stephen  R  Acevedo 

After  passing  the  empty  billiards  and  a 
couple  of  abandoned  bars,  I  came  to  the  jazz  club. 
The  sound  of  the  jittery  and  bouncy  music  was 
heard  from  blocks  away,  and  once  in  front,  the 
vibrations  from  inside  had  shaken  my  body  from 
head  to  toe.  I  couldn't  say  I  was  surprised  to  see  the 
place  so  lively  on  such  a  grey  day;  Tommy  Joe  was 
always  good  at  reeling  in  customers. 

The  Jell-0  like  moving  building  was 
tempting,  and  like  the  scent  of  a  fresh  baked 
cinnamon  bun  it  beckoned  me  towards  it.  Like  a 
gypsy  to  a  passerby  I  moved  closer  to  the  club  and 
the  closer  I  got,  the  more  I  could  feel  my  body 
flicker  and  feet  start  to  tap. 

Once  inside,  the  warm  embrace  of  laughter 
and  dancing  killed  off  the  chill  from  the  cool 
coming  night;  and  after  taking  off  my  jacket  I  made 
my  way  over  to  the  bar.  Puffs  and  tiny  clouds  of 
smoke  covered  the  club  from  wall  to  wall,  and  the 
strong  stinging  breath  of  alcohol  traveled  between 
persons.  The  sharp  sound  of  trumpets  and 
saxophones  accompanied  by  the  quick  snappy 
sound  of  drums  flowed  in  and  out  of  everyone's 
ears. 

As  I  made  my  way  near  the  bar  I  yelled  out 
to  Tommy,  "Tommy  Joe!  Hey,  Tommy?"  But  it  was 
no  use;  my  voice  was  muffled  by  the  constant 
pounding  of  men's  shoes  and  women's  high  heels. 
It  did  no  good  to  shout  I  figured.  I  couldn't  even 
make  out  the  small  chatter  amongst  people  as  I 
passed  them. 
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Finally,  after  breaking  through  several 
clouds  of  smoke  and  choking  on  one,  I  squished  and 
squeezed  myself  over  to  Tommy.  "Hey  there  kid, 
how's  it  hangin'?"  he  said. 

"Alright  I  guess,  busy  night  tonight  huh 
Tommy?" 

"You  know  this  place,  it's  always  this 
crazy,"  he  answered,  having  to  raise  his  voice  a 
little  higher. 

"So  who's  the  entertainment  for  tonight?"  I 
asked. 

"Some  small  old  timer,  heard  good  things 
about  him  though.  Plus  he  charges  cheap."  he 
replied  with  a  chuckle. 

"That  always  comes  first  I  guess."  I  said 
with  a  forced  smile. 

"Gotta  pay  the  bills  somehow." 

"Yeah,  the  bills,  right."  I  said  with  a  hint  of 
sarcasm. 

He  poured  a  couple  of  more  drinks  and 
continued  to  talk.  "So  how's  your  pops?" 

"Same-o-same-o." 

"He's  a  hard  working  man  you  know." 

"Yeah,  I  know."  I  said  lowering  my  voice 
below  all  the  ruckus. 

Then,  a  voice  called  from  over  my  shoulder, 
"Hey,  Tommy  boy,"  a  deep  voice  said  with  a  raspy 
crackle. 

"Hey  there  Willy."  Tommy  said.  "What  can 
I  do  you  before  you  go  on?" 

The  man  came  into  view  and  took  a  seat 
next  to  me.  He  was  very  tall,  with  a  very  thin  body, 
and  very  dark  skin.  He  wore  a  dark  blue  blazer  with 
a  very  stylish  matching  hat.  The  hat  had  a  black 
cloth  around  it  in  the  middle,  making  it  look  as  if  it 
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were  a  black  belt.  He  had  a  white  wrinkled  button 
up  underneath  his  jacket,  and  his  pants  were  plain 
black.  He  had  on  pitch  black  shoes  which  seemed  to 
wink  in  the  light.  The  soles  of  his  shoes  were  worn, 
but  the  rest  seemed  to  be  well  taken  care  of. 

"'Sup  there  kid?"  he  looked  over  to  me  and 
said  with  a  wide  smile. 

"Hello."  I  answered. 

He  looked  on  over  to  Tommy  and  said,  "Just 
a  cold  draft  for  me  Tom."  Tommy  served  him  his 
beer  and  after  he  took  a  sip  from  the  mug  he  looked 
over  to  me  and  said,  "So,  you're  kinda  young  for  a 
jazz  fan." 

"My  mom  used  to  play  jazz  around  the 
house  when  I  was  a  kid." 

"Really  now?  Why  isn't  she  here  then?"  he 
said  gulping  down  another  sip  of  beer. 

"She  died  about  a  year  ago."  I  said  looking 
down  at  the  suddenly  cold  table. 

He  moved  over  in  his  seat  to  face  me,  and 
his  old  wrinkled  eyes  lined  directly  across  from 
mine.  "Sorry  to  hear  that  kid."  he  said  with  a  firm 
tone. 

"Tom,  give  this  young  cat  a  cold  one  on 
me."  he  said  after  finishing  what  was  left  in  his 
mug. 

"Oh,  this  one  doesn't  drink."  Tommy  said. 

"Really?"  Willy  said  turning  to  me,  raising 
one  side  of  his  upper  lip  and  raising  his  right 
eyebrow.  He  tipped  his  hat  to  me  and  said,  "You 
just  get  more  interesting  by  the  minute,  kid."  He 
looked  over  at  the  stage  and  began  to  straighten  his 
back.  As  he  raised  himself  off  the  chair  he  tapped 
the  side  of  his  hat  and  said,  "That's  my  cue." 
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As  he  moved  effortlessly  through  the 
mashed  up  crowd,  1  heard  Tommy  say,  "Slick  cat 
ain't  he?" 

"Very  slick."  I  answered,  watching  Willy's 
every  swift  soft  step  through  the  crowd.  I  then  made 
myself  comfortable  on  the  bar  seat  and  swung  my 
chair  to  face  the  stage. 

I  watched  as  Willy  went  through  the  curtains 
behind  the  stage.  When  he  came  back  through  he 
was  holding  an  old  black  dusty  trumpet  case.  There 
were  bits  of  tears  all  around  the  case  and  some  parts 
of  leather  could  be  seen  half  way  peeled.  Around 
the  top  of  the  case  were  worn  golden  colored  bead 
designs;  it  looked  to  be  very  classy  and  old 
fashioned. 

He  opened  the  case  and  lifted  a  bright 
trumpet  out.  It  was  not  a  new  trumpet,  but  one  could 
tell  that  he  took  great  care  of  it.  He  then  reached 
inside  the  trumpet  case  once  again,  this  time 
carrying  out  a  mouth  piece.  Unlike  the  condition  of 
the  trumpet,  the  dull  silver  mouthpiece  had  rust 
built  into  the  bottom,  with  permanent  green  streaks 
on  its  side. 

He  held  the  mouth  piece  close  to  his  large 
brown  lips  and  blew  on  it.  He  then  connected  the 
mouth  piece  to  the  trumpet,  licked  his  lips,  and 
began  to  tune.  The  crowd  did  not  seem  to  notice 
Willy  on  the  stage,  and  while  he  played  a  few  scales 
to  warm  and  loosen  his  lips,  they  continued  their 
small  talks  and  conversations. 

With  no  one  else  noticing  but  me,  he  gave  a 
signal  to  a  man  behind  the  curtain,  and  within 
seconds  all  the  lights  in  the  club  turned  off.  Just  at 
that  moment,  all  the  noise  that  had  filled  the  small 
club  fell  into  silence.  The  room  was  blanketed  with 
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darkness,  nothing  but  blackness.  I  stood  still  in  my 
seat,  and  focused  hard  at  the  stage. 

As  I  tried  to  make  out  what  Willy  was  doing 
on  stage,  a  white  light  stung  my  eyes.  A  spotlight 
came  down  on  the  stage,  shining  steadily  on  Willy, 
who  was  sitting  on  a  black  wooden  stool  with  red 
cushioning  on  the  top.  One  of  his  legs  was  fully 
extended  down  to  the  floor,  while  the  other,  stood 
bent  with  the  heel  of  the  shoe  planted  near  the 
middle  of  the  stool,  holding  it  in  place.  His  trumpet 
twinkled  on  stage,  and  at  times  seemed  to  wink  at 
the  audience.  His  body  was  hunched  a  little  and  he 
was  slouching  slightly.  He  held  his  trumpet  facing 
the  floor  and  his  eyes  were  covered  by  the  dark  blue 
brim  of  his  hat.  His  fingers  were  loosely  placed 
above  the  three  valves  and  his  left  hand  held  the 
bottom  of  the  trumpet  quite  firmly. 

People  were  fixed  on  Willy  and  their 
emotions  seemed  unclear  to  me,  for  I  myself  could 
not  have  seem  to  take  my  eyes  off  of  the  Jazzman. 
Not  soon  later,  the  crowd  turned  to  shadowy  figures 
in  the  distance. 

Willy  began  with  a  smooth,  long  deep,  note. 
The  note  had  traveled  passed  all  the  people  in  the 
audience  and  had  found  its  way  to  me.  It  had 
stopped  in  front  of  my  focused  strained  eyes,  and 
gently  shut  them.  Another  long,  smooth,  note  came 
out  from  his  trumpet,  and  when  it  reached  me  it 
raised  my  head  and  chest.  He  began  to  play  shorter 
notes,  but  still  kept  its  smoothness,  and  as  he 
continued  on,  I  began  to  see  shades  of  purple  in  my 
mind.  My  head  swayed  slightly  back  and  forth,  up 
and  down.  And  as  he  went  deeper  and  deeper  into 
his  song,  I  found  myself  caressing  the  warm 
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wooden  counter  at  the  bar,  my  index  finger  slowly 
motioning  in  a  circle  on  the  counter  top. 

No  one  talked  nor  whispered,  nor  dared  to 
cough  or  sneeze.  The  room  was  completely  silent.  It 
seemed  as  if  I  were  dreaming  of  sounds  in  a 
secluded  room  of  total  darkness.  There  was  nothing 
there  but  me  and  the  sounds  from  the  brass 
instrument. 

My  eyes  were  closed  through  the  whole 
performance,  till  the  very  last  note  that  he  played. 
After  Willy's  last  note,  I  opened  my  eyes,  and  there 
he  sat,  with  his  trumpet  still  to  the  floor,  and  his 
eyes  covered  by  the  brim  of  his  hat.  He  sat  there, 
quiet,  still. 

The  lights  had  flashed  on  again,  bringing  the 
audience  back  to  existence.  Willy  slowly  looked  up 
at  the  crowd,  and  they  rewarded  him  with  fast  claps 
and  high  pitched  whistles.  A  woman  next  to  me, 
with  a  thin  wavy  string  of  smoke  escaping  her 
cigarette,  stretching  out  to  tickle  my  chin,  had 
seemed  to  be  adjusting  to  the  light,  and  so  had 
Tommy.  "Man  could  play."  Tommy  said  to  me. 

"No  doubt  about  that."  I  said,  and  then  he 
asked  the  tall  skinny  woman,  wearing  the  short  tight 
black  skirt  sitting  next  to  me,  if  she  wanted  anything 
on  the  house.  I  knew  what  he  was  up  to. 

Willy  continued  to  play  through  the  night, 
but  the  rest  of  his  songs  were  faster  paced  and 
energetic.  He  had  the  crowd  on  their  feet  and 
dancing  all  around  the  club.  I  sat  there  watching 
from  the  bar,  clapping  my  hands  and  tapping  my 
feet.  A  couple  of  ladies  asked  me  out  to  dance  but  I 
decided  not  to;  any  other  day  I  would've. 

Willy  had  ended  with  a  really  quick  snazzy 
tune  and  when  he  finished  everyone  gave  an 
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enormous  applause.  I  decided  to  leave  but  had  to 
stop  off  at  the  restroom.  On  my  way  out  of  the 
bathroom  I  stopped  over  at  the  bar  to  bid  farewell  to 
Tommy. 

"See  ya,  Tommy."  I  said,  "Thanks  for 
everything." 

"No  problem  kid,  you  coming  by 
tomorrow?"  he  asked. 

"Probably  not." 

"Alright,  well  take  care,  and  tell  your  father 
I  said  'hi'."  he  said  as  he  finished  drying  up  a  wet 
glass  mug  with  his  cloth. 

"Will  do."  I  said,  and  then  headed  for  the 
door. 

After  pushing  past  several  sweaty  tired 
people,  I  turned  my  head  to  see  if  Willy  was  still  on 
stage.  It  was  empty.  I  turned  my  head  back  around 
and  headed  out  the  door.  It  was  late,  and  it  had 
become  chilly  out.  I  tossed  my  jacket  on  and 
stepped  down  the  stairs  outside  of  the  club.  "Hey 
there  kid."  I  heard  Willy  say  from  behind  me.  "You 
headed  home?" 

"Yeah,  it's  been  a  long  night."  I  answered. 

"You're  telling  me."  he  said,  clearing  his 
raspy  throat. 

"So  what's  up  with  you,  usually  the 
musicians  stick  around  for  a  while  when  they 
finish."  I  said  as  I  made  my  way  over  to  him. 

"Not  one  for  the  limelight  I  suppose."  he 
answered.  He  took  out  a  pack  of  Marlboros  with 
about  three  cigarettes  in  it.  He  flipped  the  pack 
upside  down  and  patted  it  gently  on  the  bottom, 
until  one  of  the  cigarettes  dropped  down  into  his 
hand.  He  put  the  pack  back  in  his  jacket,  and  slid 
the  cigarette  between  his  two  fingers.  His  thin 

52 


fingers  were  as  brittle  as  the  ash  from  the  cigarette 
he  was  about  to  smoke.  He  brought  up  his  cigarette, 
and  placed  it  lightly  in  between  his  two  dried  lips. 
"So,  don't  you  go  to  school?"  he  said  as  he  lit  the 
tip  of  the  cigarette  with  a  match. 

"Whenever  I  feel  like  it  I  guess.  I  don't  see 
the  point." 

"Yeah,  I  was  never  too  fond  of  school 
either."  he  said  as  he  puffed  out  some  smoke  from 
his  mouth.  "Take  it  you  don't  smoke  either?" 

"No,  I  don't." 

"That's  funny.  Kids  your  age  seem  to  die  for 
a  smoke  and  drink."  He  said,  taking  another  drag. 

"True."  I  said.  I  looked  at  him  leaning  up 
against  the  brick  building  with  his  trumpet  case  on 
the  floor  next  to  him.  He  was  looking  down  at  his 
feet  and  puffing  out  some  smoke  from  his  mouth. 
"So  where  do  you  live?"  I  asked  nervously. 

"Me?  Well,  I'm  a  traveling  man.  I  have  no 
particular  home."  he  answered.  He  tilted  his  hat 
upward  exposing  some  white  short  hair,  and  looked 
up  to  the  stars.  "I  just  love  jazz."  he  said  as  he  got 
up  from  off  the  wall.  He  flicked  his  cigarette  away 
and  picked  up  his  case.  "Well,  I  better  be  heading 
out."  He  said  as  he  smiled  to  me. 

"Where  will  you  go?" 

"Don't  know.  I'll  see  though."  he  said 
winking  at  me.  He  then  reached  into  his  jacket 
pocket  and  pulled  out  an  old  dusty  harmonica. 
"Here,  take  it."  he  said. 

"You  sure?" 

"Yeah,  I  have  plenty,  don't  worry."  Then  he 
patted  me  on  the  shoulder  and  said,  "Take  care 
now."  He  tucked  the  harmonica  tightly  in  my  hand 
and  closed  my  fingers  shut.  Then  he  turned  around 
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and  began  walking  down  the  sidewalk.  I  continued 
to  watch  him  until  he  disappeared  into  the  purple 
fog. 

I  turned  around  sliding  the  harmonica  into 
my  jacket  pocket,  and  headed  home.  The  night  was 
hazy  and  the  stars  were  only  brightly  lit  in  certain 
places  of  the  sky.  The  moon  was  hiding  from  our 
town,  and  peeked  down  every  once  in  a  while 
behind  a  thick  dark  cloud. 

I  opened  the  white  wooden  door  to  my 
house  and  made  my  way  quietly  inside.  After 
closing  it  carefully,  I  brushed  my  hand  on  my  pants 
to  wipe  away  the  water.  The  television  was  on 
giving  out  a  faint  volume.  I  hung  up  my  jacket 
taking  out  the  harmonica,  and  walked  into  the  living 
room.  There  was  my  father  lying  motionless  on  the 
couch.  His  eyes  were  closed  gently,  and  his  arms 
hung  out  passed  the  edge  of  the  couch,  his  mouth 
slightly  open  and  fumes  of  whiskey  still  visible  as 
he  exhaled  softly.  To  no  surprise,  my  cat  was  tightly 
huddled  by  his  feet. 

I  walked  over  to  the  kitchen  and  poured 
some  water  from  out  of  the  sink.  After  gulping  it 
down  and  setting  the  tall  glass  on  the  counter,  I 
noticed  there  was  another  can  of  cat  food  open  near 
the  plate  on  the  floor.  I  looked  down  at  the  plate  to 
fmd  that  there  was  no  food  on  it.  It  was  licked  clean 
from  end  to  end. 

I  went  to  my  room  and  took  off  my  shoes. 
The  clock  on  my  dresser  read  three  o'clock.  I  sat  on 
my  bed  and  scratched  my  head  staring  at  my  father 
for  a  while.  He  was  sound  asleep.  I  pulled  myself  to 
my  feet  and  walked  over  to  the  dresser,  and  placed 
the  harmonica  down.  Then  I  went  on  over  to  the 
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kitchen  again  and  looked  in  the  closet  for  a  black 
garbage  bag. 

I  pulled  one  out  and  shut  the  closet  door 
behind  me.  Then  I  walked  on  over  to  the  living 
room  and  looked  over  my  father  on  the  couch.  The 
house  was  silent  and  only  the  light  from  the 
television  was  lit.  I  leaned  on  over  and  kissed  my 
father  on  his  forehead.  He  didn't  move.  I  then  knelt 
down  on  the  floor,  and  began  to  collect  the  empty 
cans  of  beer  beside  his  resting  body. 
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Smiles  on  Your  Window 

By  Alyssa  Matthews 

When  I  look  into  your  eyes 
I  feel  something  I  never  feel 
I  get  shivers  down  my  spine 
Tell  me  that  this  isn't  real 
Then  you  touch  me 
And  I  know 
What  I  feel  is  so 
So  true 

The  words  you  say  to  me 

Make  me  want  to  believe 

That  true  love  exists 

I  just  want  to  feel  your  kiss 

You  make  me  smile 

Like  no  one  has  before 

ITl  draw  them  on  your  window 

So  you  can  remember 

How  I  smile 

When  you  touch  me  so  softly 

I  feel  like  I  might  melt 

I  just  want  to  sink  into  your  arms 

Something  new  I've  never  felt 

Maybe  I  have  a  chance 

And  maybe  I  don't 

Every  time  I  sneak  a  glance 

I'm  hoping  that  you  won't 

Give  up  on  me 

The  words  you  say  to  me 
Make  me  want  to  believe 
That  true  love  exists 
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I  just  want  to  feel  your  kiss 

You  make  me  smile 

Like  no  one  has  before 

I'll  draw  them  on  your  window 

So  you  can  remember 

How  I  smile 

As  we're  driving  in  your  car 
I  quickly  lose  my  breath 
Maybe  it's  the  speed 
Or  maybe  it's  perfection 
I  look  at  the  clock 
And  it's  11:11 
I  close  my  eyes 
And  I  wish 

The  words  you  say  to  me 

Make  me  want  to  believe 

That  true  love  exists 

I  just  want  to  feel  your  kiss 

You  make  me  smile 

Like  no  one  has  before 

I'll  draw  them  on  your  window 

So  you  can  remember 

How  I  smile 

As  I  leave  you  now 

You  say  you'll  wash  them  off 

My  smiles  on  your  window 

But  you  know 

I  know 

You  won't 
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Untouched 

By  Melanie  Rovinsky 

Carter  was  barely  six  months  old  and 
already  the  most  hated  person  alive.  His  incessant 
crying  had  granted  him  a  train-car  full  of  enemies  in 
the  time  it  takes  a  normal  infant  to  acquire  a 
roomful  of  smiles. 

The  disproving  glares  cast  in  his  direction 
caused  Carter  to  cry  louder.  His  throat  was  getting 
sore,  but  he  barely  noticed  over  the  sharp  pangs  of 
hunger  in  his  stomach.  He  gathered  every  ounce  of 
energy  left  in  his  malnourished  body  and  let  out  a 
wail.  He  paused  for  a  moment,  but  when  nothing 
came  of  his  screech,  Carter  resumed  his  weeping. 

To  the  left  of  Carter's  lopsided  baby  carrier 
sat  a  frail  young  woman.  She  was  the  only  person 
on  the  train  not  staring  at  the  crying  infant.  Her 
arms  were  crossed  in  an  attempt  to  hide  the  bruises 
on  the  insides  of  her  elbows,  and  she  rested  her 
head  on  the  train's  window.  Unlike  the  other 
passengers,  the  woman  sitting  beside  Carter  was 
used  to  the  crying.  She  had  lived  with  it  for  nearly 
fifteen  months.  The  most  recent  six  months  of  her 
life  were  filled  with  the  sounds  of  Carter's  tears,  but 
the  nine  months  prior  to  that  were  filled  with  the 
sounds  of  her  own. 

The  train  car  rumbled  as  it  rode  over  uneven 
patches  of  track.  Carter's  crying  overpowered  the 
hum  of  vibrating  metal,  but  still,  the  woman  sitting 
next  to  him  did  not  budge.  When  the  car  shifted  and 
Carter's  carrier  slid  towards  her,  the  woman  moved 
further  away.  Not  one  part  of  her  body  came  in 
contact  with  the  wailing  baby. 
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As  the  train  crept  further  and  further  from 
Grand  Central  Station,  the  car  began  to  empty  out. 
At  each  stop,  the  people  getting  off  would  shoot 
angry  looks  in  Carter's  direction.  However,  the 
anger  in  each  face  would  eventually  give  way  to 
disbelief,  as  the  departing  passengers  took  note  of 
the  woman  who  kept  her  back  to  the  screaming 
infant. 

Sighs  of  aggravation  and  half- whispered 
profanities  did  nothing  to  cease  the  baby's  crying. 

As  the  train  pulled  into  a  dimly  lit  station,  a 
few  people  rose  and  began  making  their  way 
towards  the  exit.  An  elderly  man  from  the  back  of 
the  car  slowly  made  his  way  to  the  front  of  the  train. 
His  balance  was  far  from  what  it  used  to  be,  and  to 
compensate,  the  old  man  walked  down  the  aisle 
with  his  arms  straight  out  perpendicular  to  the  floor. 
Just  as  he  was  walking  by  Carter,  the  train  came  to  a 
stop,  and  the  old  man  reached  out  to  prevent  himself 
from  falling.  The  man's  wrinkled  fingers  grazed  the 
top  of  Carter's  head,  and  for  the  brief  second  that 
the  infant  felt  the  warmth  of  another  human's  touch, 
he  stopped  crying. 
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Untitled 

By  Doralie  Ortiz 
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A  Story  of  a  Beautiful  Disaster 

By  Nazly  Bokhari 

When  your  up  is  the  only  way  to  go  down? 
I  remember  her  well,  the  girl  she  used  to  be, 
before  life's  many  hardship  brought  that  frown, 
She  used  to  be  happy  and  free. 

Ignorant  from  true  pain, 
She  saw  a  brighter  side  of  the  world, 
she  didn't  follow  her  heart  but  her  brain, 
now  she  lays  crying  curled, 

She  met  a  boy,  that's  when  it  all  went  wrong. 

She  put  down  the  wall  she  built. 

She  was  confident,  happy,  and  strong. 

Her  ignorance  made  life  perfect  free  of  guilt. 

Her  parents  praised  her. 

Her  friends  completed  life, 

but  after  loving,  happiness  becomes  a  blur, 

It  was  overfilling  with  strife, 

She  fell  for  him  faster  than  she  thought. 
He  was  everything  she  wasn't  and  she  wanted  to  be, 
Nothing  compared  to  the  feeling  he  brought. 
No  one  could  see  in  him  what  she  could  see. 

Love  broke  down  that  wall,  left  her  unprotected. 
She  was  far  from  perfect,  that  she  understood. 
What's  to  happen  next  was  unexpected. 
Their  relationship  was  just  misunderstood. 

Summer  air  breezes  blew  through  the  air. 
He  was  everything  in  her  eyes, 
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Little  did  she  know  she  will  soon  fall  in  despair, 
When  he  asked  for  a  break,  she  felt  closer  to 
demise, 

days  and  days  spent  in  tears. 
Her  smile  became  her  disguise, 
nothing  is  as  it  ever  appears. 
She  spent  her  lonely  nights  in  sighs, 

Summer  came  and  summer  gone, 

The  night  of  the  twentieth  she  called  her  love. 

Soon  to  find  out  their  love  was  forgone, 

She  was  forced  to  say  goodbye  to  her  beloved. 

That  night  she  cried  herself  to  sleep, 

it  was  the  beginning  of  the  end, 

A  storm  of  depression  was  soon  to  sweep. 

Her  heart  till  this  day  she  could  never  mend. 

She  regrets  nothing  of  love. 
For  if  she  had  to  she  would  do  it  again, 
she  felt  love  was  sent  from  heaven  above, 
That  it  was  worth  all  the  pain. 

Love  taught  her  to  follow  her  heart, 
and  for  that  she  was  grateful. 
It  may  have  been  hard  to  part, 
but  she  was  never  hateful. 

She  had  hope  for  what  was  to  come  next. 
She  still  saw  through  a  brighter  light. 
To  her,  life  couldn't  stay  this  complex. 
Until  that  night. 

Her  heart  ached  with  unbearable  pain, 
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she  couldn't  find  the  will  to  breathe, 
She  was  being  driven  insane, 
her  heart  she  wanted  to  sheathe, 

Life  worsened  beyond  imagination, 
it  became  an  unbearable  hell, 
filled  with  heartache  pain  and  frustration. 
She  was  broken,  anyone  could  tell, 

Mornings  consisted  of  loneliness  and  blame, 

her  broken  heart  wouldn't  stop  beating. 

When  you  heard  her  parents  disappointment 

afternoon  came, 

she  felt  trapped  in  a  prison  of  hell  where  everything 

was  fleeting, 

Nights  were  the  worst  of  them  all. 
Spent  alone  in  the  darkness, 
Curled  up  in  a  ball, 
unstoppable  tears  made  her  happy  less. 

She  never  stopped  smiling  every  day. 
Even  when  all  hope  was  gone  from  her  eyes. 
Even  though  her  heart  and  soul  were  broken  in 
every  way, 

She  wanted  to  shelter  everyone  from  her  pain 
through  lies. 

She  lost  her  love  and  so  much  more, 

Her  hope  and  protection  from  pain. 

She  lost  the  love  and  trust  her  parents  gave  her 

before, 

things  that  will  be  very  hard  to  regain, 

Most  importantly  she  lost  her  smile, 
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Even  if  she  smiles  each  day, 

she  lost  the  light  in  her  eyes  that  made  it 

worthwhile, 

she  lost  herself  in  so  many  ways. 

Today  she  may  be  lost, 
hopelessly  trying  to  fmd  her  way  back, 
Although  the  price  was  of  high  cost, 
she'll  never  regret  the  love  that  left  a  crack, 

If  you  see  her  you'll  see  how  beautiful  she  is. 

If  you  know  her  you'd  know  the  disaster  that  she's 

seen, 

though  she  feels  her  heart  will  always  be  his, 

But  she's  only  seventeen, 

Heart  so  damaged  it's  hard  to  believe. 

That  something  so  dead  could  still  be  alive, 

though  she's  is  broken  she's  still  naive. 

For  she  believes  true  love  awaits  and  still  thrives. 

She  is  a  beautiful  disaster, 
hurt  and  heavily  broken, 
hardships  never  getting  past  her, 
she  leaves  her  mind  unspoken. 

Nothing  can  ever  erase  the  horrific  past, 

but  in  me  hope  still  lives, 

these  last  few  tears  will  be  the  last, 

for  this  beautiful  disaster  has  more  to  give. 
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Spider's  Legs 

By  Kate  Voos 

Your  spider's  are  missing  legs. 

Their  webs  are  fragmented, 

damaged  wisps  winding 

'round  your  sugar-coated  dreams. 

They  are  caught  and  bound 

by  the  threads  hanging  in  the  threshold 

of  everything  that  could  have  been, 

like  empty  bags  and  boxes 

under  a  decorated  tree. 

Or  yet  even  worse,  empty 

happiness  holding  bountiful 

bags  and  boxes  with  ribbons  and  bows, 

all  tagged  for  you.  Oh  but 

your  legs  are  missing. 

What  good  are  6  when  you  need  8? 

Those  spindly  legs  are  missing. 

The  sad  scene  of  his  limping 

makes  your  eyes  water  with  saline, 

and  hanging  your  head  is  sallow — 

with  sorrow  that  will  never  heal. 

Apologizes  if  that  hurts  feelings, 

It  was  entirely  meant  to  post  awareness 

of  those  missing  limbs. 

Stapled  onto  the  wooden  streetlight: 

Lost  Limbs, 

no  picture. 
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Vindication 

By  Jim  Kiernan 
*  Prose  Contest  Winner* 

Every  time  I  enter  my  cryopod,  I  am 
reminded  of  the  words  spoken  to  me  by  family 
members  before  my  deployment  to  Kaleeka.  In 
view  of  the  fact  that  Kaleeka  was  a  Zeershuk  colony 
world,  they  were  all  frightened  for  me.  My  mother 
was,  surprisingly,  the  first  of  the  den  to  share  her 
apprehensions. 

"Horao,"  She  said  to  me,  "I  am  proud  of  the 
man  you  are  becoming,  and  I  will  wear  your  Ushla 
sash  with  all  of  the  pride  in  the  communes." 

She  stared  deep  into  my  eyes  as  if  searching 
my  psyche. 

"I  want  you  to  promise  me  that  when  you 
awaken  from  cryosleep  you  will  ignore  the 
exhaustion,  that  you  will  remain  alert,  that  you  will 
fight  behind  a  mask  of  fury;  remaining  calm 
within."  She  would  not  break  her  stare,  for  she 
knew  its  power. 

"Yes,  Mother."  I  nodded,  head  rising  in 
confidence,  eyes  making  contact  with  a  strange 
resistance.  "I  honor  U'an,  my  father,  with  the  sites 
of  my  rifle  and  pledge  my  life  to  the  protection  of 
la'yaw,  our  commune." 

Mother  put  a  hand  on  my  shoulder. 

"There  is  more  I  ask,  Horao." 

"How  audacious  would  one  be  to  refuse  the 
creature  who  gave  him  life?"  I  responded 
rhetorically. 

"What  I  ask  will  not  be  easy,  for  I  saw 
through  your  father  and  brothers  that  the  bond 
between  Guro  is  strong,"  She  said,  raising  her  other 
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hand  in  a  fist,  claws  concealed  beneath  her  curled 
knuckles.  "I  ask  you,  brave  son,  that  in  times  most 
desperate,  you  abandon  the  weak  amongst  you  to 
avoid  death,  to  live  and  fight  when  the  battle  arrives 
at  the  gates  of  our  commune." 

The  look  in  mother's  eyes  disappeared  as 
she  said  this,  and  I  noticed  tears  had  dampened  the 
light  coat  of  fur  below  her  eyes.  It  was  the  face  of 
an  insulted  child;  an  expression  I  have  never  seen 
her  wear.  An  expression  I  would  later  comprehend 
to  be  a  product  of  history.  Thousands  of  years  of 
G'lao  culture  conditioned  the  shame  in  my 
response.  I  believed  that  the  mother  of  a  Guro 
should  be  strong  and  willing  to  give  her  sons  for  the 
good  of  the  commune.  While  her  words  implied 
this,  her  actions  did  not. 

"Yes,  Mother,"  I  responded,  placing  my 
hand  on  hers.  'T  promise." 


*** 


My  eldest  sister,  Nadai'i,  was  the  last  of  my 
family  to  speak  with  me  after  pledging  myself  to  the 
Res 'char  peace  force.  Nadai'i  was  proud  of  me  in 
the  fashion  I  expected  from  mother.  She  sat  me 
down  and  began  to  inform  me  of  my  fetal  years, 
about  my  father's  death,  and  the  impact  it  had  on 
the  den.  It  was  during  the  final  years  of  the  Yurakan 
War,  when  the  Humans  had  massed  their  forces  for 
an  invasion  of  the  Zeershuk  colony  system.  Nadai'i 
revealed  that  she  had  returned  home  from  schooling 
and  found  mother  sitting  in  the  dark,  alone. 

"She  was  sitting  amongst  the  blackness, 
smoking  the  reeds  of  a  Kei'noor  tree,"  Nadai'i 
breathed  softly.  "When  I  approached  her,  I  observed 
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something  in  her  eyes."  My  sister  gestured  with  her 
hands.  "As  I  closed  the  space  between  us,  I  reaUzed 
I  was  observing  nothing,  an  emotional  void."  She 
looked  at  the  ground  briefly.  "I  asked  'Mother, 
what's  wrong?'  but  she  did  not  respond.  'Mother, 
what  has  happened?'  Mother  sighed  and  put  down 
the  Kei'noor  reed."  Nadai'i  paused  for  a  moment,  in 
an  obvious  moment  of  grief.  "Mother  looked  at  me 
with  those  empty  eyes. 

"'Nadai'i,'  she  said,  in  a  voice  vibrating 
with  sorrow,  'your  father,  my  love,  and  your 
courageous  brothers  have  fallen  on  the  soils  of 
Faljida.' 

"That  is  all  Mother  told  me,  as  she  picked  up 
the  Kei'noor  and  continued  to  smoke  it,  tears 
welling  but  not  falling.  If  it  weren't  for  those  tears,  I 
would  have  believed  her  to  be  unmoved.  I  embraced 
our  mother  and  shed  a  few  tears  for  her,  so  she 
would  not  feel  pitiable  for  giving  in  to  her  emotions. 

"After  I  kissed  Mother  on  the  head,  she 
asked  me  for  help  raising  your  litter  and  I  accepted 
with  all  the  love  a  daughter. . .  a  sister  could  ever 
gift."  Nadai'i  took  my  head  in  her  hands  and  rested 
our  foreheads  together.  "So  you  see,  dear  brother, 
that  I  am  as  much  a  mother  to  you  as  our  true 
mother  is,  and  you  have  seen  that  she  will  never 
strip  herself  of  our  family  Ushlas."  Nadai'i  said, 
referring  to  the  ceremonial  sash  a  soldier's  mother 
receives.  "You  have  made  yourself  the  leader  and 
minder  of  our  den.  Horao...  please  return  to  us.  I 
fear  that  Mother  cannot  endure  the  weight  of 
another  Ushla." 


*** 
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As  you  see,  I  was  bom  in  the  second  litter  of 
children  my  mother  birthed,  Nadai'i  was  of  the  first. 
My  kin  of  litter  and  I  had  obviously  never  met  our 
father.  All  we  knew  of  him  was  that  he  held  the 
rank  of  Wahg'lo,  a  Master  Sergeant,  and  was  a 
Guro:  a  revered  combination.  As  for  our  brothers, 
well,  they  had  been  Guro  directly  under  our  father 
in  the  chain  of  command.  I  had  difficulty 
understanding  how  four  Guro  of  their  situation 
could  be  slaughtered.  They  were  family  not  only  in 
combat,  but  also  in  blood.  More  alarmingly,  they 
were  elite  soldiers:  trained  for  stealth,  trained  for 
recon,  trained  to  be  ghosts  among  ghosts  in  a  land 
where  even  the  greatest  of  soldiers  perish. 

These  were  the  thoughts  circulating  through 
my  mind  in  the  days  during  my  unit's  deployment. 
My  dreams  in  cryosleep  were  haunted  with  images 
of  my  father  and  brothers,  bloody  and  dying.  Since  I 
never  truly  knew  them,  they  appeared  in  my  dreams 
as  they  did  in  the  holograms  my  mother  still  flaunts 
in  the  eatery  back  home.  I  waited  for  six  months  in 
that  cryotube,  enduring  the  screams  and  pleas  of  my 
family  with  no  way  to  awaken  myself 

Once  we  had  arrived  in  the  Kai-Tao  system, 
my  unit  was  roused  from  cryosleep  for  the  two-day 
approach  to  Kaleeka.  I  had  no  difficulties  with 
waking.  When  my  dreams  are  less  than  desirable,  I 
become  self-aware  and  can  force  myself  from  sleep. 
To  do  such  a  thing  in  cryostasis  would  have  surely 
killed  me,  so  I  was  more  than  prepared  to  embrace 
my  first  combat  action. 

I  learned  rather  soon  that  there  is  nothing 
special  about  Kaleeka.  It  is  a  medium-sized  planet 
shrouded  in  a  massive  desert,  lying  as  close  to  it's 
sun  as  possible  within  the  Habitable  Zone.  The 
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web-like  river  systems  made  habitation  possible  for 
the  Zeershuk,  but  it  is  still  a  hell.  The  days  are  long 
and  hot,  Kai-Tao  illuminating  all  color  with  the 
faintest  tint  of  red.  The  nights  are  cold  and  dark, 
with  no  satellites  to  plagiarize  the  sun's  light.  These 
were  principal  hours  for  guerilla  activity.  Three 
Human  Cosmic  Navy  armadas  would  be  in  orbit 
above  Kaleeka  at  all  times,  restricting  anyone  from 
landing  or  departing.  We  were  an  exception,  of 
course,  beins  close  allies  with  the  United  Colonies 
of  Earth. 

The  occupation  of  Kaleeka  was  in  its  fourth 
year,  and  progress  was  slow.  The  Humans  were 
hunting  for  Kerqzhee  Vratlei,  Dictator  of  the 
Zeershuk  Serfdoms,  and  his  high-ranking  officers. 
Tem'shi  was  the  Zeershuk  home  world,  and  Human 
military  intelligence  believed  that  Vratlei  had  fled 
to  Kaleeka  since  there  wasn't  much  of  a  Tem'shi 
anv  longer  to  rule.  There  was  but  ruins  and 
radiation. 

The  majority  of  my  unit  was  stationed 
outside  of  a  city  center  named  Yuzrek,  but  Guro  are 
commonly  given  classified  missions.  My  platoon 
was  to  spend  the  next  year  and  a  half  participating 
in  a  series  of  black-ops,  w^here  I  would  witness 
Guro  and  UCE  Special  Forces  slain  equally.  During 
our  time  on  that  godforsaken  planet  we  found  very 
little,  or  perhaps  even  nothing  at  all.  My  team  had 
captured  many  guerillas,  but  once  we  handed  them 
over  to  the  Humans  for  interrogation,  they  would 
simply  vanish. 

Some  of  the  Guro  began  to  notice  a  pattern 
half  a  year  into  our  tour.  For  every  one  prisoner  we 
handed  over,  we  could  guarantee  to  be  sent  on  three 
new  black-ops.  We  constantly  believed  that  Vratlei 
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would  be  hiding  in  the  next  room  or  shit-hole  we 
searched.  He  never  was.  Vratlei  was  a  specter: 
spotted  in  Sharszuk  one  miiiute,  and  in  Tezhur  City 
the  next. 

The  process  was  a  maddening  one  with  the 
amount  of  casualties  our  platoon  had  suffered. 
Sergeant  Yaw'na,  my  team  leader,  was  struck  in  the 
neck  with  a  Projectile  Assault  Rifle  attempting  to 
capture  one  of  Vratlei's  "top  lieutenants."  Shortly 
after  his  death,  I  received  a  "well  deserved" 
promotion  to  sergeant.  Naiya  Va' Sural,  from  team 
two,  was  taken  down  by  a  sniper-laser  while  eating 
dehydrated  rations.  This  led  to  a  safety  regulation 
prohibiting  Guro  from  eating  outside  of  the  base  or 
without  the  protection  of  an  Armored  Personnel 
Carrier. 

One  day  my  good  friend,  Seyza  Va'Aniya, 
had  his  leg  blown  off  at  the  thigh  by  a  pulse-mine 
while  searching  an  abandoned  Zeershuk  tank.  I  will 
never  forget  that  moment:  the  medics  rushed  to  his 
aid,  unable  to  stop  the  blood  from  flowing  onto  the 
streets  of  Yuzrek.  Seyza  just  lay  there,  silently 
staring  into  the  sky  as  if  he  could  feel  his  spirit 
transcending  from  the  physical  realm.  As  his  friend, 
I  thank  fortune  for  giving  him  the  strength  to 
transition  gracefully.  Many  more  were  lost  in  those 
months,  too  many  more. 


H^  H^  H* 


About  halfway  through  my  tour,  I  met  a 
Human  Special  Forces  Marine  named  Staff 
Sergeant  Durek.  He  was  no  different  than  any  other 
Human  I  had  encountered  at  first:  large,  ugly, 
squared  shoulders,  and  virtually  ftirless  save  for  the 
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extremely  short  hair  on  his  head.  One  thing  that 
made  him  stand  out  was  a  scar  running  along  the 
right  side  of  his  cranium.  I  knew  this  to  be  physical 
evidence  of  his  experience  as  a  warrior.  He  could 
always  be  observed  in  the  presence  of  another 
marine,  whom  they  referred  to  as  Alpha.  This 
marine  seemed  to  have  power  over  the  other 
Humans,  as  well  as  his  own  superiors. 

It  turned  out  that  Staff  Sergeant  Durek  had  a 
fairly  good  understanding  of  my  language.  I  was 
compelled  to  strike  up  a  conversation  with  him  one 
day,  during  a  joint  Guro-UCE  operation.  We  had 
been  shipped  to  the  southern  capital,  Tezhur  City, 
and  were  ordered  to  accompany  the  new  general  of 
the  Zeershuk  army  to  a  briefing. 

I  meandered  over  to  Durek' s  position,  across 
the  street,  when  I  began  to  bore.  He  looked  at  me 
behind  the  shaded  visor  of  his  Human  combat 
helmet. 

"Taking  the  day  off  from  being  a  Guro?" 
Durek  asked  in  my  tongue,  shaming  it  with  poor 
pronunciation. 

"A  Guro  never  takes  leave  from  the  title."  I 
explained. 

Durek  laughed  and  looked  at  "Alpha" 
standing  to  his  right.  He  did  not  seem  to  find 
amusement  from  the  situation. 

"No,  I'm  asking  you:  what  the  hell  you  think 
you're  doing  on  my  side  of  the  street?" 

I  laughed  at  the  apparent  joke. 

"I  grow  weary  of  waiting  for  officers."  I  told 
Durek. 

The  Human  laughed,  and  nodded  in 
agreement. 

"You're  the  one  called  Horao,  right?" 
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I  couldn't  help  but  laugh  at  Durek's  terrible 
accent. 

"Ye... yes."  I  stumbled  with  my  words, 
trying  to  hold  back  my  laughter. 

"Why  you  stuttering,  Horao?  That  may  not 
be  good  sign  in  this  heat. . ."  Durek  said,  quite 
seriously. 

"No  stuttering.  Staff  Sergeant."  I  laughed. 
"Your  Shu'u  accent  is  atrocious." 

"Well  you  should  hear  yourself  trying  to  say 
staff  sergeant.'"  He  laughed  back  without  hesitation. 

''Staff  sergeantT'  I  repeated.  "How  should  it 
be  pronounced?" 

''Staff  ser-geant ..  ''  Durek  said,  attempting 
to  put  up  a  clear  diction. 

"Staff  sergeant'' 

"No,  staff  ser-geant''  He  repeated,  but  he 
only  seemed  to  add  emphasis  to  the  end. 

"That's  what  I  said:  staff  sergeant.'' 

'No,  it  has  a  Tat  the  end;  sergean-t." 

'Sergeant." 

"Never  mind. . ."  Durek  said  with  a  chuckle, 
waving  his  hand. 

"Hey,  Alpha,  is  that  the  General?"  One  of 
the  marines  manning  a  heavy  machine  gun  yelled. 

The  marine  called  Alpha  began  to  walk  into 
the  road,  watching  the  General's  vehicle.  The 
gravitational  vehicle  was  speeding  down  the  road,  a 
plume  of  sand  following.  The  wait  seemed  to  last 
forever  as  the  camouflaged  truck  became  ever  more 
detailed  to  my  eyes.  I  found  myself  leaning  on  a 
street  sign,  watching  a  flock  of  Kaleekan  Desert 
Hawks  circling  high  above  the  city. 

It  seemed  all  was  well  when  small-arms  fire 
opened  up  from  a  brown  building,  about  120  meters 
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down  the  road.  I  immediately  dove  for  cover  behind 
a  disheveled  concrete  barrier.  Civilian  Zeershuk 
began  to  flee  in  every  direction  with  panic.  The 
combination  of  PAR  rounds  and  pulse  blasts  tore 
the  General's  truck  in  half,  disabling  its  gravitation 
thrusters.  The  car  dropped  onto  the  cracked  concrete 
road  and  disturbed  a  fine  layer  of  sand,  creating  a 
smokescreen  of  dust. 

"Zillas  in  the  brown  building,  one  o'clock!" 
A  marine  shouted;  his  yell  dampened  by  the  combat 
helmet. 

"Alpha,  can  we  light  'em  up?"  Durek 
shouted  to  his  mentor. 

"Hold  your  fire,  you  overzealous  fucks,  we 
have  to  follow  the  ROE,  and  you  know  this!"  Alpha 
shouted  back. 

As  the  last  of  the  civilians  left  the  scene,  the 
cloud  of  sand  began  to  subside.  There  was  a  calm 
for  a  moment  as  the  air  became  clear  once  again. 
The  red  shading  of  Kai-Tao's  light  was  revived 
through  the  reflections  of  glass  and  metal.  It  would 
be  nightfall  in  two  hours;  we  couldn't  stay  much 
longer  since  the  mission  appeared  to  be  a  failure. 
The  Vratleyan  loyalists  were  undeniably  waiting  for 
the  General's  vehicle,  perhaps  longer  than  we  had 
been.  The  new  threat  had  to  be  eliminated,  this 
much  was  certain. 

I  ordered  my  team  to  take  cover  behind  the 
barrier  with  me.  The  view  I  had  of  the  street  was 
perfect  from  there.  The  bodies  inside  of  the  vehicle 
could  be  seen  at  just  the  right  angle,  and  the  tiny 
beige  silhouettes  of  guerilla  fatigues  stuck  out  from 
the  darkness  within  the  brown  building's  interior. 
Durek  had  found  cover  behind  an  Armored 
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Personnel  Carrier,  where  the  marine  named  Trudall 
was  manning  a  heavy  machinegun. 

"Kao'lo  Horao!"  One  of  the  Guro,  Mur'ya, 
stole  my  attention  with  a  pointing  fmger.  "There  is 
movement  in  the  vehicle." 

I  observed  as  a  body  began  to  stir, 
sluggishly,  inside  the  truck.  Listlessly,  as  one  may 
believe  a  living  creature  to  budge  after  wounded  by 
a  PAR.  The  marines  began  to  shout  as  it  was  drawn 
to  their  attention  as  well.  I  stood  and  began 
signaling  to  my  men  that  we  were  to  move  toward 
the  truck  in  an  attempt  to  help  the  survivors.  The 
other  Guro  were  in  agreement  with  my  decision 
when  the  brown  building  opened  up  with  fire  once 
again. 

The  muzzle  flashes  and  pulse  bursts 
imposed  an  abnormal  beauty  on  the  brown  building. 
Every  floor  was  a  star  cluster,  every  window  a  black 
hole.  The  vehicle  was  torn  apart  even  further  by  the 
excess  gunfire.  A  scarcely  visible  stream  of  blood 
came  from  within  the  vehicle,  flowing  onto  the 
sandy  disgruntled  street.  I  could  see  the  marines  in 
front  of  us  standing,  and  shouting  obscenities  at  the 
building. 

"Fuck  this!"  Durek  shouted,  as  he  began  to 
shoot  at  the  muzzle  flashes. 

"Durek,  what  the  hell  are  you  doing?"  Alpha 
shouted  and  walked  over  to  Durek. 

It  was  too  late  to  stop  this,  because  all  of  the 
marines  were  now  firing  on  the  building.  Bullets 
and  pulse  blasts  zoomed  by  our  heads  as  the 
guerillas  shifted  their  fire  to  our  position.  It  was  an 
obvious  dismissal  of  the  rules  of  engagement,  but 
we  knew  it  had  to  be  done.  The  only  officers  who 
were  present  could  be  trusted  to  understand  the 
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situation.  I  crawled  low,  over  to  Durek,  wary  of  the 
PAR  rounds  and  energy  emissions.  Durek  was 
pumping  rounds  madly,  stopping  to  curse  under  his 
breath  in  between  magazines. 

"Durek. . ."  I  shouted  to  him.  He  didn't  hear 
me.  "Durek!"  I  shouted  louder. 

He  stopped  and  looked  up  at  me. 

"What,  Horao?" 

"We  need  to  infiltrate  that  building!"  I 
shouted  to  him. 

"Yeah,  no  shit!"  He  yelled,  and  resumed 
firing. 

I  hunched  over,  prone,  aiming  my  rifle 
towards  the  beige  figures  in  the  building  and  let  off 
a  few  PARs. 

"We're  wasting  ammo  here,  Durek!"  I 
shouted.  "I  can  bring  my  team  around  these  back 
alleys  to  the  right  and  flank  their  position." 

"You'll  need  help!"  Durek  replied. 

"No,  Staff  Sergeant,  we  won't!"  I  laughed. 
"Continue  your  suppressing  fire,  and  carefully 
observe  the  building." 

"I  don't  know,  Horao,  that  sounds  a  little 
beyond  our  capabilities."  Durek  yelled  to  me,  but  I 
was  ignorant  of  the  Human's  sarcasm. 

"Just  keep  up  the  fire."  I  told  him  as  I 
signaled  to  my  team. 

"Hey,  Horao!"  Durek  shouted  as  I  moved  to 
meet  my  team.  "Set  your  COM  channel  to  64,  it's 
our  personal  channel." 

"Yes,  Staff  Sergeant."  I  saluted  to  him 
mockingly. 

We  formed  into  a  basic  urban  formation. 
Corporal  Mur'ya  in  front,  I  behind  him.  Corporal 
Zaq'lao  behind  me,  and  Private  Nawru,  the 
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replacement,  watched  our  rear.  The  crackling  of  the 
firefight  dulled  as  we  separated  ourselves  with  the 
city,  the  sounds  reflecting  as  to  confuse  the  ears  of 
its  origin.  A  low  repetitive  thumping  could  be  heard 
along  with  the  other  sounds:  the  heavy  machinegun 
being  fired  by  Trudall. 

Obviously  we  knew  we  had  reached  the 
right  building  by  the  sounds  of  weapons  and 
Zeershuk  guerillas,  barking  and  hissing  at  each 
other.  We  found  a  side  entrance  to  the  building, 
where  we  would  infiltrate.  I  whispered  to  Durek's 
squad  through  the  COM  channel.  We  set  up  two 
Guro  on  each  side  of  the  door.  Zaq'lao  and  Nawru 
on  the  left,  Mur'ya  and  I  on  the  right.  Using  a 
breech-hammer  (a  small  bomb  used  to  knock  down 
doors  of  all  sizes  and  materials),  we  forced 
ourselves  into  the  stronghold. 

When  the  door  burst  open  four  guerillas 
raised  PARs  at  us,  but  their  reflexes  paled  in 
comparison  to  a  Guro's.  Before  they  could  let  off  a 
single  round,  Mur'ya  and  Zaq'lao  had  added  a  few 
orifices  to  their  odd  anatomy.  I  walked  among  the 
bodies,  observing  the  yellow  fangs  and  spying  grey 
eyes  of  the  dead  Vratleyan  Loyalists.  The  way  the 
eyes  froze  open  under  the  scaly,  reddish-brown 
eyelids  were  haunting. 

The  room  was  cleared  within  seconds  as  we 
continued  down  a  corridor  to  a  new  room,  where 
combat  was  thriving.  Here  the  Zeershuk  could  be 
heard  making  commands  to  focus  fire  on  the 
marines.  The  pangs  of  ricocheting  Human  PARs 
rang  out  from  inside  the  room  as  the  guerillas 
returned  fire.  Once  again,  I  whispered  into  the 
COMs,  so  Durek's  squad  would  not  shoot  us. 
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When  it  appeared  as  though  the  marines  had 
stopped  firing,  we  blew  down  the  door  with  another 
breech-hammer.  There  were  many  more  Zeershuk 
in  this  room,  three  manning  a  heavy  machinegun 
and  another  six  with  PARs  and  Pulse-rifles.  Zaq'lao 
eliminated  the  machine  gunners,  while  Mur'ya  shot 
a  couple  grunts.  I  fired  upon  a  couple  pulse  gunners 
myself  One  rifleman  let  a  few  rounds  off  at  me  as  I 
ducked  behind  a  metal  safe.  Private  Nawru  used  his 
G'lao  reflexes  to  run  along  the  top  of  the  safe  and 
over  a  series  of  cabinets.  Once  on  top  of  the  end 
cabinet,  he  began  to  fire  his  PAR  madly  into  the 
Zeershuk.  Without  hindering  his  sprint,  Nawru 
jumped  off  of  the  breakfront,  landing  next  to  his 
victim's  body  with  a  hiss.  It  was  impressive  to  see 
from  a  replacement. 

Suddenly,  an  explosion  rocked  the  building. 
We  looked  at  each  other  with  fear  and  confusion.  I 
rushed  to  the  window  and  saw  the  marines  in  the 
distance,  pumping  their  fists  into  the  air.  Smoke 
from  a  Shoulder  Mounted  Rocket  revealed  a  trail  to 
the  marines'  position.  Durek's  voice  came  over  the 
COM  channel. 

"Minx  21,  this  is  Echo-Six-Delta,  Zillas  on 
the  top  floors  shouldn't  be  much  of  an  issue  now, 
how  copy?" 

"Echo-Six-Delta,  this  is  Minx  21,  your 
efforts  shall  be  judged,  over."  I  responded  with 
G'lao  sarcasm. 

And  judge  their  efforts  we  did,  as  we 
climbed  staircase  after  staircase,  clearing  rooms  and 
eliminating  threats  through  the  entirety  our  ascent. 
Private  Nawru  proved  himself  to  be  quite  the 
honorable  Guro.  I  made  a  mental  note  to 
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recommend  his  name  for  accommodation,  and 
certainly  for  promotion. 

Upon  reaching  the  top  floors,  we  found  them 
to  occupy  nothing  but  rubble  and  silence.  We  paced 
among  the  still  Zeershuk,  kicking  them  in  the  side 
for  signs  of  life.  One  wounded  guerilla  tried  to  grab 
a  Pulse-rifle  as  Zaq'lao  walked  by  him.  Zaq'lao 
introduced  the  Zeershuk  to  the  stock  of  his  own 
Pulse-rifle  and  restrained  him.  This  guerilla  insisted 
that  he  was  a  simple  serf,  forced  to  fight  for  the 
Vratleyan  Loyalists  or  die.  We  laughed  at  the 
guerilla's  cowardice. 

We  returned  to  the  Humans  flaunting  the 
prize  of  our  efforts.  Within  seconds,  Durek's 
marines  began  to  laugh  and  taunt  the  guerilla.  Fear 
immediately  gripped  the  Zeershuk' s  face  as  we 
handed  him  to  a  group  of  Humans  wearing  a 
different  type  of  uniform.  I  believe  they  were 
regular  army,  as  opposed  to  marines.  To  my 
knowledge  they  are  analogous  to  Res 'char  and 
Guro.  These  Humans  dragged  the  Zeershuk  away  as 
he  shouted  in  a  broken  Human  dialect: 

"I  am  have  love  the  Earth!" 

I  made  it  a  point  to  approach  Nawm  first, 
placing  my  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

"You  have  honored  your  mother's  name 
today,  Guro,  and  I  will  see  tribute  made  to  your 
record." 

"My  thanks,  Kao'lo."  The  young  Guro 
responded,  placing  a  clawed  hand  over  his  heart. 

I  then  approached  Durek  for  a  curt 
debriefing,  as  the  sun  began  to  finish  its  descent 
below  the  horizon.  Our  response  to  the  guerilla 
attack  had  been  additionally  time-consuming.  Durek 
had  his  helmet  removed,  revealing  a  sweat- 
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drenched  face.  He  nodded  to  me  as  I  advanced 
toward  him. 

"Damn  good  job  with  the  prisoner,  Horao. 
Zero  casualties  and  one  prisoner  will  make  for  an 
outstanding  mission  report.**  Durek  said. 

"I  thank  you  for  your  w  ords.  Durek.**  I 
replied.  "An  exceptional  day.  this  one.  Even  //our 
true  mission  produced  failure.** 

"What  can  go  wTong.  will."  Durek 
responded.  "The  prisoner  will  make  the  officers 
happy." 

"I  do  not  beheve  that  the  prisoner  will  be  of 
much  use.  Durek.*' 

"AVe'll  see.**  Durek  said,  pulling  out  a 
cigarette  of  tobacco  and  lighting  it  with  a  metallic 
hghter  bearing  the  Himian  Orbital  Shuttle  and 
crossed  M-16  P-\Rs  of  the  United  Colonies  Marine 
Corps  emblem. 

"You  believe  he  has  information?" 

^T  think  he*  11  talk.*'  The  Himian  assured  me, 
inhaling  a  thick  plimie  of  tobacco  smoke. 

"WTiat  influences  your  thoughts?"  1  asked. 

"Call  it  a  hunch.  Guro.**  Durek  said, 
releasing  the  smoke  from  his  lungs.  "InteUigence.  in 
all  of  their  wisdom,  thinks  the  lines  of 
commimication  within  the  insursencv  are  tight." 

"He  will  know  of  attack  plans?**  I  asked, 
feeling  quite  skeptical  of  his  words  and  fmding 
humor  in  the  term  msuro^enc\\ 

"Attack  plans. . .  perhaps.**  Durek  shrugged. 
^It'll  probably  be  directions  to  \Yatlei*s  birthday 
bash,  but  we'll  get  it  out  of  him.'* 

Durek  laughed  out  loud  and  slapped  me  on 
the  back  with  his  enormous  Human  hands.  My 
expression  w  as  confused  from  my  failure  to  realize 
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that  he  was  a  Human  as  incredulous  as  I.  It  was  an 
educational  day  for  my  knowledge  of  Human 
culture.  I  learned  of  the  graceless  nature  in  which 
Humans  communicate,  and  the  colorful  humor  that 
will  paradox  their  language's  use. 

However,  those  weeks  were  collectively 
educational  in  the  Human  personality  of  battle. 
Multiple  situations  were  sohed  with  the  brutish 
employment  of  explosives  and  large  caliber 
weapons.  Close  quarters  combat  handled  with  a 
sinsle  strike  of  a  Kabar  or  NEON-Fusebar  knives. 
The  calm,  cheerful  faces  of  marines  following  a 
one-sided  firefight.  The  appalled  expressions  their 
faces  wore  upon  receiving  V-mail  from  unfaithful 
spouses  betrayed  their  grief  over  fallen  comrades. 


*** 


The  fmal  months  of  my  first  tour  on  Kaleeka 
were  not  shown  mercv  from  calamit\\  Pri\ate 
Nawru  received  the  Medal  of  Dexterity  and  was 
promoted  to  Fai'lo  Corporal:  he  would  never  see  the 
skies  of  his  home  world  again.  Mur'ya  received  his 
promotion  to  sergeant  and  was  given  command  of 
his  own  team,  who  would  be  ambushed  in  Yuzrek 
during  the  joint  Guro-UCE  operations.  Durek  and  I 
led  our  squads  in  a  rescue  mission,  fmding  Mur'ya 
to  be  the  lone  survivor.  He  received  the  Medal  of 
Resilience  for  enduring  such  an  experience,  and 
would  be  forced  to  take  lea\e  from  Guro  due  to 
shellshock. 

On  the  day  we,  the  Thirteenth  Res 'char 
Battalion,  departed  from  Kaleeka.  I  found  myself 
beginning  to  think  of  my  experiences  for  the  first 
time.  Witnessing  the  orange  ^low  of  Kaleeka  from 
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orbit  once  again  reminded  me  of  the  Chur'ma 
Communes.  The  peace  that  existed  on  every  world 
compared  to  the  suffering  on  this  lone,  barren  rock 
in  Vratlei's  grasp.  For  the  two-day  flight  exiting  the 
Kai-Tao  system,  I  found  my  mindset  in  a  dark 
place,  questioning  what  value  came  from  our  losses. 
I  thought  of  Nawru,  Kao'lo  Yaw'na,  and  Naiya 
Va' Sural.  I  remembered  the  story  of  my  father  and 
brothers,  and  the  doubt  I  had  felt  toward  massacred 
Guro.  The  hands  of  Kao'lo  Mur'ya  drenched  in 
tears  and  blood  gave  my  eyes  testament  to  the 
reality.  Knowing,  in  detail,  exactly  how  Guro  could 
be  subjects  of  slaughter. 

I  entered  my  cryopod  prior  to  our  transition 
into  the  tachyon,  and  remembered  what  mother  and 
Nadai'i  asked: 

"Return  to  us."  Nadai'i  had  said. 

"Abandon  the  weak. . ."  Mother  had  asked. 
"To  live  and  fight  when  the  battle  arrives  at  the 
gates  of  our  commune." 

They  were  such  unfair  requests  of  a  Guro, 
and  even  a  Res'charu.  The  Vratleyan  Zeershuk  had 
seen  the  face  of  defeat.  Their  time  of  fear  finally 
deposed  by  Human  might  in  the  Yurakan  War. 
Kaleeka  was  simply  a  ripple;  a  forced  conflict 
meant  to  nourish  the  vast  military  excess  that 
remained.  And  fine  G'lao,  like  Seyza,  would 
forever  be  silenced  in  the  name  of  this  surplus. 
Never  will  they  stand  to  defend  the  gates  of  their 
communes  when  the  true  battle  begins.  This  battle 
would  never  leave  that  waste  of  a  world. 

I  entered  my  cryopod  preceding  our 
separation  from  the  fourth  dimension,  where  the 
lights  of  the  heavens  disappeared  into  their  own 
cone  of  time.  As  sleep  consumed  my  being,  peace 
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returned  to  mind.  My  dreams  were  graced  by 
images  of  fallen  Guro  smiling  and  laughing,  full  of 
life  once  again.  The  troop  transport  was  riding  upon 
light.  The  faces  of  dead  Zeershuk  and  Humans 
embraced  each  other,  easing  all  tensions  of  the 
material  world.  The  transport  had  gone  beyond  the 
margin.  My  psyche  was  rested  into  the  pleasant 
dreams  as  we  raced  through  timelessness;  where  we 
would  arrive  home  within  minutes,  six  months  later. 


83 


Battle  at  St.  Self 

By  Ashley  Johnson 

I'm  sorry  that  it  seems  I've  lost  my  mind. 

The  battle  from  within  makes  me  lose  track  of  time. 

I'm  losing  my  will  to  keep  hanging  on. 

If  I  let  go,  no  one  would  even  notice  I'm  gone. 

Just  because  I  don't  cry  like  I  used  to,  doesn't  mean 

I'm  okay. 

I  know  suicide's  not  the  answer,  though  it  is  still  a 

way, 

to  get  out  of  this  place  and  be  set  free. 

To  leave  this  life  and  not  have  to  be  me. 

I'm  sorry  that  you  probably  hate  who  I  am. 

And  I'm  sorry  I  thought  you  actually  even  gave  a 

damn. 

I'm  pretty  sure  no  one  wants  me  around. 

There's  always  some  way  for  someone  to  put  me 

down. 

I  don't  know  why  I'm  still  breathing. 

It's  funny  how  you  don't  know  my  smile  is 

deceiving. 

I  wish  you  would  just  let  me  fade, 

upon  this  deathbed  that  I,  myself,  had  made. 

The  sheets  made  of  nooses  and  cotton. 

Not  too  long  from  now  I'll  be  completely  forgotten. 

I  hope  my  mother  doesn't  cry. 

I  guess  all  that's  left  to  say  now  is 

...Goodbye... 
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Life 

By  Tagewattie  Dasrat 

[Verse  1] 

Things  ain't  the  way  they  used  to  be 

Look  at  me,  tell  me  what  you  see 

I'm  not  the  person  I  was  yesterday 

Tomorrow  will  be  different  then  today 

I  sit  with  my  pad  and  pen  looking  at  when  to  begin 

The  past  went  fast,  the  present  is  pleasant,  the  future 

is  uncertain  that  we  know,  we  need  knowledge  in 

order  to  grow 

In  this  life  we're  never  sure  of  nothin',  that's  why 

we  gotta  make  it  into  something,  that  we  can  do 

with  our  lives  and  that's  no  lie 

Lookin'  back  at  past  times,  wishin'  I  had  them 

again  but  all  good  things  come  to  an  end 

[Chorus] 

Life  is  so  uncertain  but  we  gotta  keep  workin', 

towards  our  goals  we  can  not  fold 

Emerging  into  people  that  we  wanna  be  we  gonna 

open  up  the  worlds'  eyes  then  they'll  see 

[Verse  2] 

Always  rise  to  the  challenge,  believe  in  yourself, 

never  back  down  they'll  see  your  stealth 

There's  always  gonna  be  people  try  in'  to  back  you 

down,  move  them  outta  the  way  and  wear  the  crown 

People  in  life  just  hate  to  see  you  succeed,  but  walk 

right  past  and  take  the  lead 

Life  is  unexpected,  that's  for  sure 

Nothing  comes  to  you,  you  have  to  work  harder  not 

to  mention  smarter.  To  get  the  last  laugh,  'Cause  the 

people  that  talk  trash  usually  wind  up  on  they  ass. 
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you  just  gotta  walk  past,  then  you  wind  up  puttin' 
them  on  blast 

[Chorus] 

[Verse  3] 

Life  is  so  hard  but  you  gotta  do  your  part  to  make  it 

the  best  you  can  and  take  a  stand,  go  on  hold  up 

your  hand 

L-i-f-e  what  they  want  from  me? 

Don't  ever  let  someone  stop  your  dreams  from 

happening,  if  they  stop  take  it  back  and  light  it 

again 

Don't  try  to  mold  me  into  something  I'm  not,  Life  is 

just  beginning  I'm  unfolding  the  plot,  I'm  aiming  for 

the  number  one  spot 

I  got  a  lotta  plans  in  my  head  ain't  none  of  them 

dead,  sometimes  in  life  there's  things  you  dread,  but 

don't  let  it  stop  you  from  gettin'  ahead 

Use  your  words  when  you're  in  a  fight,  'Cause 

you'll  know  in  your  mind  that  you  did  it  right 

This  world  would  be  a  better  place  not  too  much 

hate,  in  our  lives  we  see  it  all  the  time 

I'm  gonna  strive  'cause  I  got  the  drive,  that's  right 

keep  hope  alive 

I  wish  everyone  would  spread  love  everywhere 

'cause  it  shows  how  much  we  care.  About  each 

other  and  that's  no  doubt,  we  gonna  have  this,  this  is 

our  bout 

[Chorus]  And  Fade... 
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Sunset  Dinner  Cruise 

By  Kathryn  H.  Onorato 
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Black  and  White  Utensils 

By  Alicia  LeBIanc 
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Glorious  and  Unexpected  Time  Travel 

By  R.J.  Montgomery 

New  York  City,  2010 
Le  Cabaret  de  Coca  was  frozen  in  the 
thirties  and  forties  since  its  inception  over  twenty 
years  ago.  Its  popularity  waxed  and  waned  with  the 
swing  revival  in  the  nineties,  but  kept  a  steady 
clientele  during  the  nostalgia  craze  of  the  two 
thousands.  Now,  at  the  beginning  of  a  new  decade, 
Le  Cabaret's  fate,  along  with  the  fate  of  everything 
else,  hung  uncertainly  in  the  winds  of  change. 

Inside,  a  big  band  swayed  in  rows  of  white 
tuxes  to  the  tune  of  "Deep  Nighf  emitting  from 
their  brass  instruments.  Couples  danced,  wrapped  in 
zoot  suits  and  vintage  foxtrot  dresses  from  Old 
Holl3^wood  as  the  lights  flickered  over  them.  Above 
the  dancers,  candlelight  danced  in  tables  like 
fireflies,  more  smoke  would  have  wafted  through 
the  air,  and  cigarettes  might  have  glowed  like  hot 
embers  had  the  scene  been  authentic.  But  people 
didn't  mind  that  cancer  sticks  were  dying  slowly  in 
society  and  not  allowed  in  the  club;  they  still 
enjoyed  the  atmosphere  in  costume,  meeting  other 
people,  dancing,  or  sitting  at  a  table  alone. 

One  woman  sat  alone  in  the  darkness  behind 
her  candle.  She  came  every  weekend  to  hear  the 
band  play  and  hopefully  meet  a  guy  who  could 
swing  her  around  the  dance  floor.  She  saw  one 
approaching.  He  seemed  to  be  alone,  not  hurrying  to 
fmd  a  girlfriend  nor  holding  two  drinks.  He  held  his 
jacket  over  his  arm  and  seemed  to  be  looking  for  a 
place  to  sit.  His  pinstripe  pants  were  a  little  baggy 
for  him;  his  face  was  shrouded  by  a  little  shadow 
and  the  lights  flickered  off  his  glasses  so  the  woman 
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couldn't  get  a  good  look  at  him.  Anyway,  she 
affixed  her  eyes  to  him,  so  perhaps  he'd  feel  her 
gaze  and  look  her  way. 

He  did.  So  she  smiled,  looking 
approachable.  And  while  the  woman  couldn't 
believe  her  luck,  he  strolled  over. 

"Nice  dress,"  he  said.  She  looked  up  at  him 
in  the  same  manner  as  a  classic  femme  fatale. 

"Thanks,"  she  replied,  batting  her  sepia  eyes 
a  little.  "It  was  my  grandmother's." 

"I  couldn't  tell." 

She  smiled,  and  said  silkily,  "You're  pretty 
cute.  Wanna  sit?" 

He  took  a  seat  in  the  vacant  chair,  draping 
his  jacket  over  it.  His  black,  oversized  tie 
overshadowed  his  maroon  suspenders, 
overpowering  the  baby  blue  shirt  he  wore. 

"Big  brother's.  He  used  to  come  here  in  this 
place's  heyday." 

"Where  is  he  now?" 

"Hm. .  .about  thirty  six,  married,  has  an 
infant.  They're  talking  about  getting  a  dog." 

They  both  laughed. 

"Doesn't  that  happen  to  everyone?" 

"Well. .  .Not  everyone.  I  mean,  there's 
billions  of  people  in  the  world  who  can  only  dream 
of  that  lifestyle." 

She  smirked.  "Is  that  how  you  make  peace 
with  that  fate?" 

He  laughed.  "Yeah,  actually." 

"So  what's  your  name?" 

"Brian." 

"I'm  Jessica." 

They  shook  hands.  Her  pulled-back  hair 
glistened  a  little  in  the  light. 
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"So?  The  chorus  is  about  to  start.  Wanna 
dance?" 

They  walked  to  the  dance  floor  as  a  singer 
swaggered  to  the  microphone.  He  crooned  the 
words  in  the  highest  tenor  he  could  muster,  but  it 
didn't  even  come  close  to  the  soft  song  of  Rudy 
Valee. 

Jessica  rolled  her  eyes.  "His  voice  is  too 
deep." 

"Huh?" 

"The  singer's!  You  know,  I  used  to  play  my 
grandma's  old  records  every  time  I  was  at  her 
house?  I  was  the  only  kid  on  my  block  who  could 
work  an  old  record  player." 

"Really?" 

"Proud  of  it,  too.  Of  course,  she  had  all  the 
greats:  Sinatra,  Louie  Armstrong,  Bing,  Rudy..." 
she  looked  wistftally  at  the  singer,  wishing  he  were 
Rudy  Valee.  "Rudy  used  to  use  a  megaphone  to 
sing  because  his  voice  was  so  soft." 

"Well,"  Brian  replied,  looking  at  the  singer, 
too.  "Microphones  have  gotten  a  whole  lot  better." 

"Still,  this  place  used  to  have  a  real, 
authentic  mic  from  the  thirties.  It  was  used  at  this 
old  club,  I  forgot  its  name,  but  the  mic  made 
everything  sound  so. .  .authentic,  like  you  were 
actually  there.  It  broke,  though,  so  they  replaced  it 
with  a  recent  model.  Ah. .  .1  still  miss  the  old  one." 

"So  you'd  go  back  to  the  forties  or  thirties?" 

"In  a  heartbeat!  Swing  music,  pulp,  old  cars, 
the  golden  age  of  Hollywood.  My  grandma  and  I 
would  stay  up  late  and  watch  old  back  and  white 
movies.  Roy  Rodgers  was  her  favorite,  mine,  too." 

"Hmm. .  .1  remember  him  in  one  of  those 
Westerns..." 
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"He  was  pretty  much  in  a  ton  of 
Westerns..." 

So  as  the  band  played  songs  from  the  past, 
they  talked  about  a  lot  of  things.  Brian  told  Jessica 
about  his  past  jobs  doing  technical  stuff  at  a  theater, 
which  intrigued  Jessica  because  that's  what  her 
grandfather  did.  Jessica  told  Brian  about  how  she 
always  wanted  to  be  an  actress  or  a  dancer.  She 
taught  tap  at  a  school  in  Greenwich  Village,  and  got 
a  couple  of  spots  on  the  chorus  line  in  a  musical  or 
two. 

A  few  hours  later,  the  band  began  their 
nightly  closing  song:  "What  a  Wonderful  World". 
Brian  and  Jessica  looked  into  each  other's  eyes. 

"It's  about  time  we  have  to  go." 

"Yeah." 

"I'd  like  to  see  you  again,  maybe  have  a 
coffee  or  something." 

"There's  a  diner  on  the  comer  of  thirteenth 
and  sixth;  we  could  get  some  now." 

Feeling  adventurous,  Jessica  took  Brian's 
arm  and  together,  they  walked  out  of  the  club  into 
the  night.  What  they  didn't  notice,  or  noticed  briefly 
and  dismissed  as  a  trick  of  the  light,  was  that  the 
doors  opened  automatically  to  a  blinding  light 
before  they  stepped  out  into  the  open  air. 

They  dismissed  it  as  a  trick  of  a  streetlamp 
once  they  were  out  in  the  open  night  air.  They  both 
had  to  pull  their  jackets  tighter  around  them;  the  air 
had  become  too  cold  for  spring.  Horns  honked  as  an 
onslaught  of  boxy  cars  whizzed  by. 

"There  must  be  an  antique  car  show  around 
here,"  Brian  concluded,  noticing  the  old  models  of 
the  cars  flying  by  them. 

"At  this  time  of  night?  And  this  many?" 
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"Wow,  they're  all  old  models." 

They  hailed  a  taxi  on  the  comer.  It  pulled 
over.  Apart  from  being  the  same  ancient  model  as 
the  rest  of  the  cars,  its  yellow  color  and  checkered 
sides  were  familiar. 

"Look!"  Jessica  cried  as  they  piled  into  the 
back  of  the  cab. 

Two  things  were  out  of  place:  first,  the 
quarter  moon  that  had  been  there  when  they  entered 
the  club  had  waxed  completely  in  the  supposed  few 
hours  they  were  in  the  club.  Another  was  in  the 
alley  that  the  moon  hung  over,  laundry  hung  and 
fluttered  in  the  night  breeze. 

"Oh  my  God,"  Jessica  whispered.  "I  think 
we've  gone  back  in  time." 

The  cabbie  turned  around,  facing  them.  He 
had  a  rough  face  with  a  cigar  hanging  from  his  fish- 
like mouth.  The  smoke  filled  the  cab  and  vapors 
hung  around  his  newsboy  cap. 

"Is  there  som'thin'  wrong  witchas?  I  said 
where  to?" 

"Uh....how  about  the  diner  on  thirteenth?" 

The  cabbie  laughed.  "Ain't  no  dinah  on 
thoiteenth!,"  and  he  muttered  "tourists." 

"Well,  how  about  the  nearest  diner,  then." 

"Across  the  street  on  the  comer!"  He  said, 
pointing  to  a  cafe. 

"Thanks,"  Brian  said  quickly,  hurrying 
Jessica  out  of  the  cab.  "Sorry  to  have  bothered  you. 
Sir." 

"Hey,  wait-a  minute!  There's  still  a  fare! 
HEY!" 

"Run!"  Brian  said,  gripping  Jessica's  hand, 
going  in  the  opposite  way  of  the  diner. 
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Two  blocks  down,  there  was  another  diner. 
Its  green  exterior  brought  it  out  of  a  Hopper 
painting  easily.  The  waiter  behind  the  counter  wore 
a  stained,  white  uniform  complete  with  a  little  cap. 

They  sat  down,  panic  finally  sinking  in. 

"Two  coffees,"  Brian  said.  "One  with  two 
sugars  and  a  cream  and  the  other. . ." 

"I  take  mine  black,"  Jessica  added. 

"Twenty  cents." 

Brian  threw  two  dimes  on  the  table,  hoping 
they  looked  like  dimes  in  the  thirties  or  forties.  The 
waiter  took  them  without  question;  he  appeared  too 
tired  to  notice  or  care. 

"Now  what?!"  Brian  spat. 

"I  don't  know.  We  could  try  to  find  my 
grandparents.  They  won't  know  us,  but  if  we 
pretend  to  be  distant  relations,  they  might  let  us  in." 

"Great.  That's  just  fantastic!" 

"Look,  I'm  sorry,  alright!  I  didn't  know  that 
this  was  gonna  happen." 

Brian's  nostrils  flared.  "Again,  now  what? 
And  how  do  we  get  back?" 

"We'll  figure  something  out.  For  now,  we'll 
both  get  jobs.  I  know  how  to  work  a  typewriter,  so  I 
might  be  able  to  find  work  as  a  secretary.  Maybe 
you  could... well,  if  you  know  anything  about  old 
lights..." 

"I  could  learn,"  he  said  testily. 

"You  could  get  a  similar  job  to  the  one  you 
had  back  in,  oh  I  hate  saying  it,  back  in  2010." 

The  waiter  gazed  at  then  funnily,  but 
thinking  he  heard  wrong,  shook  his  head  and  went 
in  the  back. 

The  lights  hummed  above  them.  They  were 
like  fluorescents,  but  they  weren't;  both  of  them 

94 


knew  that  they  might  not  see  fluorescents  for  a  long 
time. 

"So  worst-case  scenario,"  Brian  asked,  "and 
we  can't  get  back,  then  what?" 

"Well,"  Jessica  continued,  with  a  slight 
smile  on  her  face.  "There  is  a  war  coming  up,  we 
could  invest  in  ammunition,  tanks,  and  factory 
equipment.  By  1942  or  1943,  we'll  be  rich." 

"There's  a  thought,"  Brian  smirked.  "But 
what  about  birth  certificates?  Social  Security 
numbers?" 

"Not  everyone  had  them  in...  people  our  age 
now  were  bom  around  1920  or  a  few  years  back. 
Anyway,  not  everyone  got  them  until  now,  so  we 
could  go  into  a  government  office...  I  don't  know, 
we  could  fabricate  a  family  bible,  one  like  my 
grandparents  had,  and..." 

They  talked  until  dawn,  getting  one  coffee 
after  another.  In  the  morning,  they  found  a  tenement 
on  Queens  and  some  jobs.  They  got  everything 
straightened  out  with  the  government  as  far  as 
records  went,  and  when  the  war  started,  they  found 
themselves  prosperous.  They  also  adjusted  to  the 
old  technology  just  as  people  adjust  to  new  models 
of  cell  phones  or  newer  computers  today.  In  short 
things  worked  out  well. 

And  as  you  may  have  guessed,  Brian  and 
Jessica  got  married,  since  they  shared  the  secret  of 
their  time  travel,  there  was  really  no  one  else  they 
could  have  ended  up  with.  He  went  into  service  in 
the  War  (North  African  and  Atlantic  Front, 
respectively),  and  came  back  a  hero.  They  moved  to 
a  house  in  Long  Island,  where  they  had  a  couple 
children,  and  in  their  later  years  their  grandchildren 
came  to  visit  them  often. 
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Long  Island,  2000 

"Did  you  ever  figure  out  why  or  how  we 
went  back?" 

Probably  something  with  the  air,  or  with  that 
Hght.  Anyway,"  Brian  continued,  as  he  cast  off  his 
sHppers.  "It's  been  a  good  haul." 

"Indeed  it  has,"  Jessica  added,  stroking  her 
long,  white  hair.  "I  barely  even  remembered  this  era 
after  a  while." 

"Do  you  think  it's  been  easier,  living  life 
knowing  how  the  world  would  turn  out?" 

"It's  helped  us  to  prepare,  financially, 
socially,  but  it's  sort  of  taken  the/ww  out  of  living, 
don't  you  think?" 

"I  remember,  before  that  night  in  the 
Cabaret,  I  was  so  worried  about  where  I  was  headed 
in  life.  Where  would  I  be  in  the  next  five  years? 
Ten?  Fifty?  Knowing  what's  around  the  comer  took 
the  edge  off  the  worry,  but,  do  you  remember  when 
JFK  was  shot,  and  the  terror  everyone  experienced? 
Or  watching  the  moon  landing,  and  how  everyone 
was  talking  about  it?  We  weren't  as  afraid  or  excited 
as  everyone  else  because  we  knew  it  was  going  to 
happen." 

"I  guess  that's  why  we're  ending  it  now,  old 
boy,"  Jessica  continued,  loading  the  shotgun.  "Can 
you  imagine  re-living  the  Bush/Gore  election 
fiasco,  or  Nine-Eleven,  or  the  market  crash  of '08?" 

"Neither  can  I,  but  I'll  sure  miss  the  little 
things:  being  the  only  old  people  to  know  how  to 
use  a  cell  phone,  or  a  computer  without  any  help." 

They  laughed.  She  looked  over  at  the  old 
record  player. 
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"Little  Jessica  forgot  to  put  Rudy  away,"  she 
sighed.  "Oh  well,"  she  strolled  over  to  the  player, 
and  set  it  to  play  "Deep  Night". 

"We  met  when  this  song  was  playing," 
Jessica  said. 

"It  sounds  better  now,"  Brian  added,  getting 
up  from  bed.  "Shall  we?" 

They  began  to  dance  to  the  hum  of  the  song, 
remembering  when  they  first  saw  each  other  at  the 
club. 

"I'll  be  sure  to  leave  our  granddaughter  that 
dress,"  she  said. 

"Do  you  think  she'll  go  to  the  Cabaret?" 

"I  know  she  will,"  Jessica  replied  smiling, 
knowing  why  they  went  back  at  last. 
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She,  I,  We 

By  Ariel  Carter 

She  was  never  enough  for  you.  Sometimes  she 
would  reminisce  on  what  could  have  been,  but  why, 
when  what  could' ve  been  just  WASN'T.  It's  funny. 
They  don't  ever  lie  when  they  say,  "you  don't  know 
what  you  got  til'  it's  gone."  And  she's  GONE.  I 
can't  believe  she  ever  second  guessed  herself  when 
it  came  to  you.  She  actually  began  to  let  emotions 
run  loose  and  desperately  wanted  to  be  wanted,  by 
you.  Her  heart  torn  by  the  supposed  lies  and  rumors, 
jealousy  and  envy  running  through  her  veins;  she 
was  stuck.  Stuck  on  that  little  thing  they  call 
L.O.V.E.  Lost  over  various  emotions.  Be  herself 
and  pretend  not  to  care  or  fight  for  what  she 
thought,  thought  was  hers.  Maybe  it  never  was  hers 
and  she  was  blinded,  blinded  by  the  thought  that 
someone  could  come  in  and  steal  her  heart. 
Impossible.  She  was  built  like  The  Great  Wall:  held 
up  by  years  of  abandonment,  lack  of  trust,  and 
emptiness.  They  would  call  her  heartless,  but,  she 
had  the  heart  to  let  you  in,  and  where  did  that  lead 
her,  but  back  to  where  she  started.  She  could  say 
you  ruined  it  for  her,  but  it  wasn't  you.  It  was  her 
misjudgment  on  your  character.  She  was  given  false 
hope  and  she  hates  to  say,  'T  won't  take  it  back  for 
anything."  My  experience  was  no  different  from 
another  woman  who  has  been  misguided  and 
blinded  by  the  persistence  of  a  man  that  has  no  real 
intention  of  treating  her  with  the  utmost  respect,  and 
cherishing  her  as  if  she  was  the  only  woman  he  can 
see.  She,  I  won't  dwell  on  what  could  have  been, 
because  for  a  reason,  it  just  WASN'T.  With  that, 
she's  GONE. 
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Our  Song 

By  Melanie  Rovinsky 

Ping  ping. 

Wrong  note. 

Try  again, 

Heart 

racing, 

head 

pounding, 

fingers 

sweaty. 

Breathe. 

Breathe. 

Close 

my  eyes. 

Now:  an  empty  gym, 

blanketed  in  the  glow  of  lights, 

hugs  me,  welcomes  me,  encourages  me. 

I  am  no  longer  myself,  but  a  mindless  shell 

full  of  spirit,  ftill  of  soul,  and  unable  to  control. 

Flaming  fingertips  setting  each  string  ablaze. 

I  do  not  know  what  notes  I  am  playing. 

I  do  not  know  how  I  will  ever  stop. 

Just  me  and  the  air  inside  the  wood. 

No  one  else  matters.  No  one  else  exists. 

We  are  alone,  and  we  only  play  this  song  alone. 

It's  a  song  of  heartache,  yet  a  song  of  happiness. 

It's  a  song  that  no  one  else  can  understand. 

When  I  open  my  eyes,  the  audience  claps. 

They  are  clapping  for  themselves. 

I  am  playing  for  myself. 
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Untitled 

By  Tom  Ford 
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To  the  Meal: 

By  Phillip  Duchesne 

Your  flesh  will  weep  in  the  heat  of  the  sun  as  I 
pursue  you  across  endless  fields  of  oil, 
And  you  will  find  the  truth,  that  there's  nowhere  to 
run,  as  your  breath  clots  with  black  soot  and  soil. 
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Love  &  Betrayal 

By  Shniqua  Christina 

Cherish  the  people  you  have  before  you, 
Because  they'll  always  be  the  ones  you  would  run 

back  to; 

You  may  say  things  you  may  not  mean, 

But  one  day  you'll  wake  up,  and  it'll  all  just  be  a 

dream. 

Harsh  words  are  exchanged  because  of 

disagreement. 

But  the  same  people  you'll  love  despite  bad 

judgment; 

Sorries  are  said  since  you  realized  you  were  wrong, 

But  hopefully  you  didn't  wait  way  to  long. 
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Look  Through  My  Eyes 

By  John  Lumbra 

I've  had  many  dreams 

And  gone  through  many  things 

Step  in  my  shoes 

And  take  a  glance  at  what  I've  seen 

Do  you  think  you  could  still  be  me 

How  much  more  are  you  willing  to  see 

It  has  to  get  worse  in  order  to  get  better 

On  foot  in  front  of  the  other 

Hopefully  things  will  get  better  tomorrow 

There  couldn't  be  happiness  without  sorrow 

You've  gotta  have  patience 

Discipline  &  endurance 

Dry  your  eyes  &  wipe  your  tears 

Faith  will  banish  all  of  your  fears 

Whatever  it  takes,  there's  a  reason  we're  all  here 

If  you  look  through  my  eyes 

You  might  be  surprised 
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Tea  Bunny 

By  Andrew  Marino 
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They  Want,  Need,  and  Feel 

By  Ashley  Johnson 

It's  getting  dark  outside  as 
she  sits  in  her  room  alone. 
She  is  afraid  to  go  out 
so  she  always  stays  at  home. 

It's  all  too  much, 
too  much  for  her  to  take. 
And  she  is  sick  of  the  feeling 
of  maybe  being  a  mistake. 

It's  all  too  quiet  when  she's  around 
She  is  too  soft  spoken. 
And  she  might  be  breaking  down 
but  that  doesn't  mean  she's  broken. 

She  made  another  mistake  today, 
just  another  reason  to  add  to  her  list. 
And  she's  not  stupid 
She's  seen  you  glancing  at  her  wrist. 

But  she  won't  hold  grudges. 

Know  that  she  understands. 

But  she  feels  as  if  you  have  judged  her. 

And  that  is  something  she  can't  stand. 

It  has  been  months  you  know 
but  she  was  still  accused. 
She  gave  in  to  an  impulse 
and  the  marks  began  to  bruise 

Most  people  don't  get  her. 
Especially  her  so-called  'friends' 
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she  can't  tell  them  her  secret  because 
she  fears  that  her  friendships  would  end. 

Being  alone  again... 

It's  the  last  thing  that  she  needs. 

This  addiction  of  hers  has  lasted  for  years. 

And  in  secret,  she'll  continue  to  bleed. 
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Losing  a  Beautiful  Angel 

By  Ashley  McDowell 

May  23,  2004  on  a  Sunday  morning,  I  was 
at  church  singing  praises  to  my  God  and  hearing  the 
word.  At  the  same  time,  a  beautiful  angel  was 
taking  her  life  away. 

Amanda  was  a  friend.  We  weren't  close  but 
she  was  a  friend.  When  I  said  "hi,"  she  said  "hi." 
We  had  many  conversions,  none  serious,  but  some 
funny.  She  always  made  me  laugh.  Everybody 
loved  her.  Basically,  the  whole  town  knew  her.  I 
remember  sitting  on  the  floor  against  some  lockers 
with  her  just  talking  about  life,  school,  people  in 
general.  Just  sitting  there  and  talking  was  like  an 
ocean;  it  flows  on  a  calm  day.  There  were  a  lot  of 
teachers  who  didn't  like  her.  She  was  condemned 
for  every  little  thing  she  did.  Their  problem  was 
they  didn't  have  an  open  mind.  Her  friends  and  I 
saw  something  in  her  that  the  teachers  refuse  to  see: 
a  beautiful  angel  who  makes  mistakes.  I  saw  a 
beautiful  angel  who  is  still  young  and  doesn't  know 
everything.  I  saw  a  beautiful  angel  who  loved  life 
the  way  life  should  be.  I  walked  in  the  hallways  of 
our  middle  school  and  saw  a  smile  all  the  time  from 
her  but  what  was  going  on  inside? 

May  21,  2004  at  two  on  a  school  afternoon, 
it  was  almost  time  to  leave  school.  I  was  walking  to 
my  locker.  I  saw  Amanda  and  our  other  friend  Zuli 
walking  towards  me.  Amanda  had  left  first.  Zuli  had 
Amanda's  CD  player  so  she  gave  it  to  me  to  put  in 
my  locker.  I  didn't  know  that  day  would  be  the  last 
time  I  would  see  Amanda. 

May  23,  2004  at  ten  at  night,  I  was  watching 
television  with  my  brothers  when  I  got  a  call  from 
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my  friend  Kenny.  My  brother  Bruce  took  the  call. 
After  talking  to  him  for  about  a  couple  of  minutes, 
Bruce  says,  "Amanda  killed  herself  this  morning!" 

I  really  didn't  take  it  too  seriously.  "You're 
kidding,  she  would  never  do  that."  I  took  the  phone 
to  talk  to  Kenny.  We  thought  maybe  she  was  faking 
it  to  prove  a  point  but  we  really  didn't  know 
anything.  At  this  point  I  was  getting  scared.  I  called 
my  friend  Zuli  to  see  if  she  knew  anything.  Zuli 
confirmed  that  it  was  true.  Amanda  took  away  her 
life  for  what  reason,  I  don't  know.  We  just  burst 
into  tears  on  the  phone.  "Why  would  she  do  this?"  I 
kept  telling  myself  this  over  and  over  again.  My 
mom  was  at  work  so  I  called  her  and  told  her.  She 
left  work  to  be  with  us  at  this  time.  We  were  sitting 
in  our  family  room  crying,  thinking,  talking,  and 
feeling  our  hearts  breaking  in  a  million  pieces.  "I 
don't  want  to  go  to  school  tomorrow,"  I  told  my 
mom  but  she  said  that  I  have  to  be  there.  All  of  her 
loved  ones  will  be  there  to  comfort  each  other.  We 
need  to  get  through  this  together.  I  went  to  bed  that 
night  knowing  in  a  couple  of  hours  I  would  be 
facing  the  hardest  day  of  my  life. 

May  24,  2004, 1  approach  the  school  with 
sad  in  the  air.  Some  of  the  counselors  were  outside 
talking  the  students.  All  morning  I  told  myself  that  I 
wouldn't  break  down.  My  mom  walked  with  my 
brothers  and  me  to  my  locker.  I  opened  it  and  the 
first  thing  I  saw  was  her  CD  player.  My  heart  sank. 
We  walked  to  take  it  to  the  office.  She  hugged  me 
and  left.  I  walked  to  homeroom  and  sat  at  my  desk. 
Our  principal  announced  the  tragic  news  during  our 
homeroom  period.  There  would  also  be  counselors 
and  social  workers  in  the  media  center  all  day  to 
talk  and  help  people.  I  was  fine  at  this  time.  The 
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bell  ringed  and  I  walked  to  my  first  period  class, 
which  was  art.  After  sitting  there  for  a  couple  of 
minutes  I  finally  broke  down.  I  didn't  want  to  leave 
so  my  art  teacher  had  another  teacher  help  me  to  the 
library.  When  I  walked  to  the  media  center,  I 
thought  the  whole  entire  school  was  in  the  media 
center.  People  were  crying  on  the  floor  and  others 
were  against  the  wall.  People  were  talking  to 
counselors  and  hugging  each  other.  A  lot  of  us  were 
there  for  hours.  After  crying,  we  finally  laughed. 
We  were  just  talking  about  funny  things  about 
Amanda  and  other  things  in  general.  Then  I  walked 
with  a  bunch  of  friends  back  to  seventh  period.  I  felt 
a  little  better  but  this  was  only  the  start. 

It  was  time  to  say  goodbye  to  a  beautiful 
angel.  I  attended  the  wake  knowing  I  couldn't  go  to 
the  funeral.  The  only  thing  going  through  my  mind 
when  I  saw  her  lying  in  the  casket  was,  "wake  up 
angel,  wake  up!"  I  knew  she  would  not  wake  up  on 
the  earth  anymore.  This  was  the  last  time  I  cried  in 
front  of  everyone.  This  was  real.  She  was  gone.  It 
had  finally  hit  me  and  it  hit  hard. 

It  was  a  long  journey  for  me  to  heal  one 
hundred  percent.  I  leaned  on  God,  my  family,  and 
friends  more  than  anything.  The  two  very  valuable 
lessons  I  learned  from  this  experience  is  to  let  pain 
run  its  course,  and  don't  be  afraid  to  cry.  These 
lessons  are  also  great  advices  for  others  who  might 
be  in  the  same  situation.  It  hurts  to  lose  someone 
who  was  so  young  and  had  so  much  potential.  Now 
six  years  later  that  she's  been  gone,  I  think  about 
what  she  would  be  like  today.  Every  year  on  May 
23, 1  remember  Amanda  as  the  beautiful  angel  that 
is  looking  down  on  us  from  heaven. 
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Another  Soliloquy 

By  Madison  Soldano 
(Dedicated  to  Amelia  Giordano) 

To  let  her  be  or  not,  that  is  the  question. 

Should  I  sit  and  watch  as  this 

Ugly  old  hag  parades  in  such  hideous 

Garments  outside  my  window, 

Listlessly  giving  sustenance  to  such  foul 

Beings  as  the  pigeons  beyond  the 

Confinements  of  this  apartment  building? 

Or  shall  I  take  it  upon  thyself  to  banish 

Such  a  revolting  crone  from  this  once 

Superbly  beautiful  neighborhood? 
But  holt,  there  she  walks  once  more, 

In  all  her  grotesque  glory. 

Disfiguring  the  neighborhood  thus  so. 

Those  eyes,  bloodshot  and  sunken. 

Mirroring  a  lifetime  of  woe. 

Gifting  our  homes  with  the  same  piteous 

depression. 

Behold  how  the  vile  scavengers  flock 

About  her  loathsome  visage  to  feed 

Upon  bits  of  stale  bread. 

'Twould  be  simple  and  beneficial  to  rid 

The  community  of  this  beastly  woman. 

With  an  easy  flick  of  my  switchblade, 

I'd  make  an  end  to  her  existence  upon  this  earth. 

Tis  not  such  a  peril  seeing 

As  she  has  not  one  doting  kinsmen. 

Her  life  lost  'twould  only  be  for  the  good  of  man. 
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Edge 

By  Phillip  Duchesne 
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Wish  for  Me 

By  Anonymous 
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Not  a  Hallmark  Thank  You 

By  Alyssa  Matthews 

the  rain  is  falling  hard  today 
you're  still  on  my  mind  today 
my  life  is  slowly  getting  better 
outside  the  ground  is  getting  wetter 
before  my  eyes  were  flooding 
don't  worry  now,  it  stopped 

why,  how  did  I  survive 

all  I  can  do  is  sit  and  ask  myself 

what  do  I  want  out  of  life 

it's  getting  clearer  now  to  me 

I  just  want  to  live,  I  just  want  to  be 

you  were  there  for  me  yesterday 
I  just  wanted  it  to  end  yesterday 
you  came  in  and  made  me  see 
I  only  need  us  three 
thank  you,  thank  you,  thank  you 
that's  all  I  can  really  say 

why,  how  did  I  survive 

all  I  can  do  is  sit  and  ask  myself 

what  do  I  want  out  of  life 

it's  getting  clearer  now  to  me 

I  just  want  to  live,  I  just  want  to  be 

I  will  look  for  you  tomorrow 

promise  you'll  be  here  tomorrow 

I  need  you,  I  want  you,  you  need  to  stay 

it's  only  you  that  gets  me  through  the  day 

keep  pushing,  it  will  be  fine 

it  will  work  out,  I'll  be  me  again 
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why,  how  did  I  survive 

all  I  can  do  is  sit  and  ask  myself 

what  do  I  want  out  of  life 

it's  getting  clearer  now  to  me 

I  just  want  to  live,  I  just  want  to  be 

keep  my  story  going 

oh  won't  you  keep  it  going 

it's  only  on  the  beginning 

maybe  the  middle,  but  I'm  still  singing 

I  know  it's  not  time  for  the  end 

it's  not  time  for  my  book  to  close 

I've  made  it  through 

and  wow,  I  owe  it  all  to  you 

you,  yeah  you 

in  case  it  didn't  go  through  before 

thank  you 
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INTO  THE  BLUE 

By  Doralie  Ortiz 

Although  I  should  have  known, 

I  did  not, 

For  in  these  times 

We  are  lost. 

Together  through  our  troubles 

We  have  lived  and  let  lost. 

You  know  I  love  you, 

There  is  no  lie  on  my  part. 

Please  tell  me 

You  feel  the  way  I  do 

For  if,  I  had  not  loved  you 

The  way  I  do, 

I  would  have  lost  myself 

In  errs  whilst  looking  into  the  blue. 
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Untitled 

By  Christopher  Piiig 

"Why,  hello  there,"  a  sweet  voice  whispers 
into  my  ear  as  a  silky  smooth  hand  reaches  across 
my  chest.  I  look  over  to  where  the  voice  came  from 
and  there  she  is,  a  vision  of  an  angel  lying  right 
there  next  to  me.  I  give  myself  a  little  smile  because 
even  though  I  couldn't  remember  just  how  or  where 
she  had  come  from,  she  was  here  with  me  now. 
Wait,  where  is  here?  Where  am  I?  No  lights.  Dark 
room,  I'm  in  a  bed,  not  mine.  This  mattress,  it's  too 
soft;  it  would  destroy  your  lower  back  after  too 
long.  The  sheets  feel  dry  and  worn  like  they  aren  't 
exactly  clean.  Must  be  a  hotel,  and  a  cheap  one  by 
the  smell  of  things. 

"Hey,  uhhh. ..."  Crap,  couldn't  remember 
her  name.  Shit.  Not  a  good  sign. 

"Jennifer."  She  said  without  missing  a  beat. 
Right,  Jennifer,  she  knew  I  was  struggling;  she 
didn't  seem  too  mad  though.  I  guess  she  knew  I 
wouldn't  remember  much.  It's  kind  of  fuzzy,  last 
night,  but  it's  coming  back:  I'm  at  this  bar,  and  her, 
with  her  tight  low  cut  cocktail  dress  that  left  nothing 
to  the  imagination.  She  came  up  to  me.  She  did  the 
introductions,  why?  What  did  she  see  in  me?  She 
couldn  't  have  known  what  she  was  doing.  She  paid 
for  my  drinks;  the  woman  of  my  dreams  paid  out  of 
a  little  black  bag  no  bigger  than  a  box  of  rubbers. 

I  turn  on  that  little  light  right  next  to  the 
bed — one  of  those  double-click  reading  lights  where 
the  second  click  is  pointless — the  room  is  red, 
wallpaper  not  paint,  and  peeling  too.  The  bed  is  one 
of  those  retro  ones:  with  the  faux  wood  headboard, 
where  you  put  the  quarter  in  and  it  shakes.  The 
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quarter  machine  had  an  "OUT  OF  ORDER"  sign  on 
it  with  an  unhappy  face,  as  if  to  say  "now  you  can't 
enjoy  this  pleasure." 

How  to  get  out  of  this?  Does  she  know  who  I 
am?  No  way  she  knows;  she  wouldn  't  be  here  if  she 
did.  Wow,  that  hair  is  a  beautiful  light  brown, 
probably  midway  down  her  back;  it 's  so  thick  and 
very  elegant.  Not  many  girls  look  this  good  in  the 
morning.  Too  bad,  Jen,  we  could 've  been  good.  But 
you  don 't  want  any  of  me,  I'm  definitely  more 
trouble  than  I'm  worth. 

She's  holding  on  to  me  tight,  like  she's 
about  to  fall  off  the  world  or  something.  Her  arms 
across  my  upper  body  with  our  bare  legs 
intertwined,  her  foot  grazing  up  and  down  my  calf. 
Me  lying  on  my  back,  one  arm  around  her  shoulders 
and  the  other  hand  on  her  hip  while  her  body  was 
half  on  me,  facing  me.  Her  face  on  my  chest,  her 
fingers  running  through  my  chest  curls.  I  leaned 
upward  to  talk  to  her  so  my  morning  breath  didn't 
ruin  anything;  this  gave  her  the  opportunity  to  kiss 
my  neck  and  she  took  that  chance.   Where  did  you 
come  from?  How  did  you  end  up  in  a  5  dollar  a 
night  motel  with  some  guy  you  don 't  even  know,  on 
a  day  like  this?  "How  did  we  get  here?"  I 
swallowed  and  was  able  to  ask,  "Did  I  drive?" 

"No,"  she  whispered  on  my  neck.  The 
sensation  was  mind  blowing,  the  warm  air  on  my 
Adam's  apple.  With  a  controlling  and  careful  voice, 
knowing  I'm  not  getting  anywhere  without  her,  she 
said,  "we  took  my  car."  Dumb  move  man.  That  puts 
her  in  your  life,  in  your  plans,  for  too  long. 
Definitely  much  longer  than  she  need  be.  I  make  a 
move  to  sit  up  but  her  arm  is  still  on  my  chest.  In  an 
effort  not  to  seem  rude,  I  press  my  lips  to  the  back 
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of  her  hand  and  Uft  it  up  while  I  sit  up  slowly, 
keeping  her  hand  to  my  mouth  at  the  same  time.  My 
God,  she  even  tastes  like  I  imagined  she  would.  She 
sits  up  with  me,  keeping  the  sheets  wrapped  around 
her,  like  in  all  the  corny  movies  after  a  love  scene, 
right  above  her  personals;  a  damn  shame  because  I 
can't  remember  if  she  had  the  body  to  go  along  with 
that  beautiful  face.  She  had  high  cheekbones,  giving 
her  defined  dimples  framing  clover  green  eyes 
when  she  spread  her  lips,  revealing  a  wonderfully 
brilliant  smile.  "Do  you  have  somewhere  to  be?" 
she  asked.  She 's  so  innocent,  so  adorable  and  she 
doesn  't  deserve  what 's  about  to  happen.  She 
could 've  had  any  guy  in  that  bar  last  night.  Why 
me? 

"Not  at  the  moment,"  I  lied.  It's  not  that  I 
had  somewhere  to  be,  I  just  had  places  I  shouldn't 
be,  "but  I  do  need  a  shower.  Do  you  know  where 
my  clothes  ended  up,  Jen?"  She  throws  her  hands 
up  as  if  to  say,  "your  guess  is  as  good  as  mine." 
This  action  releases  the  sheets  from  her  collarbone, 
slowly  whisking  downward  over  the  curve  of  her 
chest,  her  perky  nipples  free  to  the  cold  air;  and  as 
the  sheet  fell  my  jaw  went  with  it.  I  lean  over  and 
kiss  her  on  the  forehead  while  she  laughs,  the  whole 
time  while  thinking  how  did  I  get  this  lucky?  I 
slowly  get  out  of  bed,  realizing  as  I  stand  that  I  was 
completely  naked.  I  walk  over  bare-ass  to  the  door; 
it's  clearly  day  out  because  even  though  the  blinds 
were  shut,  there  was  still  light  coming  in  from  that 
gap  between  the  door  and  the  runner  underneath  it.  I 
flip  on  the  room  lights;  those  crappy  old  florescent 
jobs  with  the  dead  bugs  stuck  in  the  plastic 
covering,  that  subtle  drone  humming  kicks  in.  I 
catch  Jennifer  looking  around  the  room  the  same  as 
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I  am.  Our  eyes  meet,  and  after  seeing  the  shit  hole 
that  one  of  us  had  checked  into,  we  both  laugh. 
Wow,  she  is  gorgeous.  Even  in  this  horrible 
lighting,  who  is  this  vision?  And  that  laugh;  there's 
nothing  I  could  do  but  grab  the  chipped  and  aging 
dresser  to  keep  my  knees  from  going  weak.  I  gather 
up  my  things;  my  pants  are  closest  to  the  bed.  My 
shirt  was  on  that  same  shitty  dresser,  shit,  someone 
must  've  been  in  a  rush,  'cause  four  out  of  the  six 
buttons  are  missing.  Probably  broken  off  in  the 
attempt  to  get  me  ready  faster,  I  face  the  bed  and  as 
I'm  inspecting  my  shirt,  I  catch  her  staring  at  my 
back  through  the  mirror.  I  guess  she  hadn't  seen  it: 
my  pride  and  joy,  the  tattoo  I  got  on  my  eighteenth 
birthday.  It  was  a  giant  Celtic  cross  in  black  ink 
spanning  from  shoulder  to  shoulder,  from  the  bridge 
of  my  neck  to  the  small  of  my  back,  with  a  sawn-off 
shotgun  as  the  horizontal  axis.  In  the  circular  center 
lay  a  map  of  the  world  with  a  red  spot  in  places 
across  the  map.  She  looks  curious,  should  I  tell  her? 
No.  I  fmd  my  shoes,  my  hat  and  my  boxers  all  in  a 
general  area  on  her  side  of  the  bed's  floor.  I  gather 
up  all  my  clothes  while  still  looking  for  my  socks. 
Oh,  they're  still  on  my  feet;  what  an  unattractive 
sight  that  must  be.  A  man  in  full  glory  with  gym 
socks  on.  With  all  my  clothes  together,  I  get  into  the 
bathroom  and  instinctively  push  the  knob's  lock 
into  position  with  a  loud  click.  I'd  prefer  a  dead  boh 
but  this  will  have  to  do.  I  fold  my  clothes  neatly  in  a 
pile,  and  lay  them  on  the  edge  of  the  sink.  Damn, 
the  hat  fell  off  the  pile.  I  just  leave  it  on  the  floor.  I 
check  my  jeans  for  my  wallet  and  keys.  Both  are 
still  there,  missing  fifteen  bucks  from  my  wallet 
though.  I  guess  this  place  isn  't  as  cheap  as  I 
thought.  I  turn  the  shower  water  on;  it  bursts  out  the 
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first  shot  out  as  if  there  hadn't  been  anyone  using 
the  shower  in  weeks.  In  the  beginning  it  was  brown 
and  harsh,  in  spurts  hke  it  was  choking.  Then  the 
water  starts  to  come  out  more  smoothly,  the  color 
faded  but  didn't  disappear.  I've  had  worse.  I  could 
feel  the  warm  steam  setting  in.  The  mirror  gets 
foggy,  the  condensation  already  collecting  and 
dripping  down  into  a  crack  running  down  the 
middle,  leading  to  a  larger  spider  web  crack  in  the 
bottom  left  comer.  Uh-oh  looks  like  someone 's  got 
seven  years  bad  luck.  I  laugh  to  myself;  I  don't 
know  why  that's  funny. 

I'm  used  to  utilizing  both  my  hands  in  the 
shower:  one  for  body  washing  and  one  to  scrub 
shampoo  through  my  thick,  long  hair  to  massage 
into  my  scalp.  Too  bad  all  I  had  was  an  already 
opened  bar  of  soap.  Damn  this  place  is  really 
lacking  in  customer  service.  I  need  a  trim;  once  I 
get  my  head  on  straight  I  should  take  some  time  and 
get  one.  I'm  out  of  the  shower  in  less  than  ten 
minutes;  there's  no  clock.  I  just  am  used  to  a  quick 
shower  and  kind  of  have  it  down  to  a  science.  Never 
more  than  ten  minutes. 

I  get  out  of  the  shower,  grab  one  of  the 
towels  from  the  rack  above  the  toilet  which  hadn't 
been  flushed:  a  beer-colored  residue  still  floating  on 
the  surface,  along  with  a  condom  just  circling  the 
bowl;  the  dead  roach  behind  the  tank  didn't  seem  to 
mind.  I  reach  for  the  flusher.  A  Motel  Six,  at  least 
that's  what  the  monogramming  says.  I  dab  dry  my 
head;  my  great-grandma  always  taught  me  it's 
easier  to  stop  the  water  from  coming  down  when 
the  source  is  dry.  I  move  down  my  chest,  down  my 
stomach,  watching  myself  in  the  mirror  as  I  go  so  I 
don't  miss  a  single  drop.  I  hate  putting  on  clothes 
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while  my  body  is  still  wet.  I  bend  down,  drying  my 
calves  my  feet  and  in  between  my  toes.  I  comb  my 
still  wet  hair  straight  back,  and  pull  the  locks  into  a 
ponytail  with  a  rubber  band  I  have  on  my  wrist.  I 
put  on  my  t-shirt  and  what's  left  of  my  red  flannel 
button  down.  I'm  able  to  salvage  the  two  remaining 
buttons;  thankfully,  they  were  the  second  and  the 
lower  most  button,  so  at  least  it  looks  like  I  just 
forgot  the  ones  in-between.  I  put  my  boxers  back 
on,  make  a  mental  note:  wash  these  later.  I  slick  my 
hair  back  one  more  time  and  put  my  Adidas  hat, 
with  the  destroyed  leather  brim  and  front  panel,  on 
my  head  with  the  brim  on  the  back  of  my  neck.  I 
put  on  my  jeans,  my  favorite  pair,  my  lucky  pair — 
they're  so  soft  they  wear  like  sweat  pants,  but  are 
still  tough  enough  to  keep  up  with  me — my  socks, 
and  then  my  good  ol'  Caterpillar  construction  boots, 
the  best  boots  money  can  buy  on  my  budget.  I  turn 
the  round  knob  and  with  a  click  the  lock  pops  out.  I 
slowly  pull  the  door  in  on  myself,  simultaneously 
turning  off  the  lights. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  door,  there  she  is. 
She  was  a  naked  goddess,  staring  right  at  me  with 
those  beautiful  round  eyes  of  green.  You  and  me, 
Jennifer,  we  could  have  been  good  together,  but 
there 's  no  place  in  a  world  like  mine  for  someone 
like  you.  Her  lips  pressed  together  as  she  gives  me  a 
look  up  and  down.  Something  in  her  eyes  change, 
disappointed,  "Do  you  want  to  leave  now?"  She 
asks  with  obvious  sorrow  in  her  voice. 

"I  think  it  may  be  best,"  I'm  sorry,  darling, 
any  other  guy  with  any  other  life  would  have  killed 
to  be  where  I  am  right  now.  I  can 't  stand  to  see  the 
look  of  sadness  in  your  eyes.  But  there  is  also  some 
hope  in  your  voice. 
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"Where  do  you  want  to  go?"  She  can't  help 
but  sound  lost,  "you  know  I  have  the  only  car  here." 
Damn,  she  was  right,  which  means  I  was  with  her 
until  I  was  able  to  get  to  my  car,  back  at  whatever 
bar  we  had  been  at.  No  way  of  telling  which  bar,  or 
how  far  that  was  from  here,  wherever  here  is. 

"How  far  is  it  to  where  I  left  my  car?" 

"Well,  do  you  want  to  know  where  you  left 
your  car  or. . ."  she  paused,  an  awkward  pause,  an 
unnecessary  pause,  as  if  what  she  was  about  to  say 
was  anything  I  could  handle  hearing  right  now.  "Or 
where  your  car  ended  up?" 

"What  happened  to  my  car?"  I  was  able  to 
maintain  some  composure  even  though  inside  that 
car  was  my  whole  life:  my  past,  my  present,  and  my 
future. 

"It's  not  anything  serious,  the  mechanic," 
she  started  to  stumble  her  words,  and  I  jumped  all 
over  her  weakness. 

"THE  MECHANIC!?,"  I  belted  out,  "what 
mechanic?" 

"The  one  who  fixed  your  flat  tire,"  she  was 
now  gaining  some  confidence,  "and  if  you  would' ve 
only  let  me  speak,  I  would 've  told  you  that  I  had 
them  take  the  car  back  to  their  garage  for  safe 
keeping.  It  looked  like  too  nice  a  car  just  to  sit  in 
the  bar  parking  lot  all  night,  so  when  we  get  to  my 
car  I'll  give  you  back  the  money  you  paid  the  man 
in  tip,  since  it  was  my  idea.  Now  let  me  just  take  a 
shower,  I'll  be  out  in  fifteen  minutes;  I'm  just 
washing  up,  wait  for  me  on  the  bed."  How  do  you 
say  no  to  someone,  who,  completely  exposed,  stands 
up  to  you  like  that,  and  looks  so  good  doing  it  too? 
I'll  wait  for  her  on  the  bed,  I'll  watch  some  TV 
maybe.  She  'II  drive  me  to  my  car,  my  beautiful  car, 
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oh  how  I  missed  that  car.  I'm  never  leaving  that  car 
again.  It  took  my  father  and  me  twelve  years  to 
rebuild  it.  She  is  a  1969  Chevy  Impala.  It  was  a 
hunk  of  metal  when  he  bought  it  for  me  with  my 
''college  jar,  "  all  $1100  went  into  the  car  with 
whatever  money  he  forked  over  from  his  "booze 
jar.  "  The  next  twelve  years  we  spent,  just  him  and 
me,  every  couple  months  we  'dpick  up  a  new  part 
for  the  car.  The  ones  I  brought  home  he  knew  were 
stolen  but  he  was  just  happy  we  had  something  to 
do  together.  Now  it 's  a  vintage  classic  worth  closer 
to  fifty  grand,  deep  purple  with  a  hard  top.  The 
thing  purrs  like  a  lion  on  speed.  I'm  happy  she 
didn  'tjust  leave  it.  My  life  is  in  there. 

Jennifer  exits  the  shower  the  way  she  went 
in,  completely  naked,  except  now  you  can  see  the 
moist  drops  of  steam  condensing  on  her  body 
adding  to  her  radiance.  She  passes  me  while  I 
continue  to  zone  out  thinking  about  my  dad  and  my 
car.  This  is  my  first  glance  at  her  backside.  Just  as  I 
suspected,  perfect.  A  red  hand  print  about  my  size 
still  claimed  territory  on  her  left  side.  Score  one  for 
the  little  guy.  She  looks  around  for  her  clothes,  the 
one  article  of  clothing  she  had,  her  little  black 
cocktail  dress.  She  puts  it  on.  "What  no 
underwear?"  I  ask  with  a  smile.  She  turns  her  head 
over  her  left  shoulder,  and  with  her  back  still  to  me, 
she  gives  me  a  wink. 

"I'll  be  right  back,"  she  tells  me  and  leaves 
the  hotel  room.  The  first  flash  of  sunlight  I've  seen 
in  hours  is  blinding.  The  light  fades,  my  eyes  adjust, 
and  I  see  Jennifer  walking,  through  those  damn  blue 
and  green  squiggles  you  get  from  rapid  light 
change,  to  what  I  guess  is  her  car.  She  pulls  out  a 
travel  suitcase  out  of  the  trunk  of  her  silver  Chrysler 
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Sebring  convertible,  and  rolls  that  big  hunk  of 
canvas  into  the  room  and  onto  the  bed.  She  opens 
the  bag,  pulls  out  an  old  Doors  t-shirt  with  Morrison 
on  the  back  and  a  pair  of  black,  loose  sweat  pants. 
She  changes  quickly,  again  no  underwear.  Still 
wearing  her  high  heels.  A  woman  after  my  own 
heart.  "Okay,  we  can  go  now." 

We  get  into  her  car  and  begin  driving.  After 
about  twenty  minutes  I  see  familiar  landscapes.  Not 
familiar  in  the  sense  that  I  know  where  I  am,  but 
familiar  as  in  I've  seen  that  before,  I  think.  "So 
what's  with  the  world?" 

"Excuse  me?" 

"The  one  on  your  back,  your  tattoo;  it's  got 
spots  on  it.  Why?  What  do  the  spots  mean?" 

I'm  hesitant  to  tell  her;  maybe,  just  maybe 
it  'II  make  her  leave  me  all  the  cleaner.  "Each  red 
dot  represents  a  specific  place  in  the  world.  The 
dots  remind  me  I  can  never  go  back  there."  Silence, 
it  can  be  interpreted  either  way. 

"Why  not  just  write  a  list,  like  everyone 
else?"  She  asked  with  a  little  giggle.  Was  she  trying 
to  be  funny,  or  did  she  think  I  was  joking? 

"Well,  who  knows  after  last  night,  I  might 
have  to  get  it  updated."  I  said,  trying  to  divert  the 
attention.  She  puts  the  top  down  to  the  car;  I  take 
off  my  hat  and  let  my  hair  feel  the  wind.  She  turns 
to  me  and  laughs;  she  pulls  the  car  over  on  the  side 
of  a  side  street.  That 's  strange  I  had  never  thought 
of  that  what  do  you  call  the  side  of  a  side  street? 
She  loosens  the  ponytail  out  of  my  hair,  takes  her 
wonderfully  maintained  hands  and  rubs  her  delicate 
little  fingers  through  my  hair,  gently  massaging  my 
scalp  as  she  goes.  The  only  time  anyone  had  ever 
done  this  was  when  I  was  little,  and  to  help  me  fall 
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asleep:  my  mother  would  rub  her  hands  through  my 
hair  until  I  was  fast  asleep  like  the  little  baby  I  was. 
She's  staring  right  into  my  eyes,  not  intensely,  but 
more  in  a  way  of  her  actually  caring  for  me.  If  I 
didn  't  know  any  better  I'd  say  she  read  my  mind. 
She  moves  her  hand  down  through  my  hair,  puts  her 
hand  behind  my  head,  and  pulls  me  slowly  closer 
toward  her.  Our  lips  meet,  and  for  the  first  time  that 
I  can  remember,  I  kissed  an  angel. 

She  brings  me  to  my  car  and  pays  the  garage 
owner  for  the  overnight  holding.  I  do  a  once-over  of 
my  car:  I  check  my  life  is  still  in  that  car,  and  I  want 
to  keep  it  that  way.  It  is,  thank  God.  I  look  over  to 
my  angel  just  sitting  there,  leaning  against  the 
windowsill  of  the  passenger  door.  When  our  eyes 
meet,  the  smile  that  appears  grows  until  she 
beckons  with  one  beautiful  fmger  for  a  good-bye.  I 
walk  smoothly  to  her  car  and  press  myself  up 
against  her,  putting  my  arms  around  her  waist.  She 
puts  her  hands  deep  into  my  back  pockets  and  I  look 
into  her  eyes. 

"Jennifer,  what  would  you  like  for 
breakfast?" 
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Flute 

By  Phillip  Duchesne 
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A  Study  in  Scarlet 

(A  sequel  to  Crimson  and  Silver) 

By  SC  Bernadette 

*  Editor^ s  Choice:  Prose* 

Allyson  walked  into  her  bedroom,  a  satisfied 
smile  lighting  her  features.  The  night  had  gone 
perfectly:  from  the  jaw-dropping  outfit  to  the 
seductive  coy  and  absolutely  the  most  perfect 
ending  yet.  Reveling  in  her  accomplishment,  she 
placed  her  black  clutch  on  the  bureau  top,  flicking 
the  clasp  open.  Inside  laid  the  object  through  which 
this  night  became  a  faultless  remembrance. 

Delicately,  she  removed  the  thin  silver 
stiletto,  careful  to  not  nick  the  blade  against  the 
purse.  Blue  eyes  darkened  at  the  sight  of  its  beauty 
as  her  smile  turned  to  feral  seduction.  Resting 
lightly  on  her  fingertips,  the  gleaming  silver  cast  a 
glow  upon  her  silhouette  and  highlighted  her 
wickedly  satisfied  features.  The  blade  was  rotated 
slowly  between  her  fingers  as  she  checked  for  any 
remnants  of  the  crimson  droplets  that  had  marred  its 
beauty  a  mere  hour  ago.  Finding  none,  she  turned 
and  moved  to  the  shelf  across  the  room.  Gently,  she 
placed  the  stiletto  on  top  of  the  felt  covering  the 
wood  and  stepped  back  to  admire  the  latest  addition 
to  her  trophy  collection.  With  a  contented  sigh, 
Allyson 's  eyes  trailed  over  the  other  objects  resting 
innocently  upon  the  shelf 

The  first  was  a  small  glass  vial,  no  larger 
than  her  thumb.  The  fond  memory  of  its  usage 
flittered  before  her,  coaxing  an  even  larger  smile 
from  her.  Filled  with  the  dangerous  poison 
Compound  1080,  she  had  poured  the  mixture  into 
Landon's  beer  during  dinner  and  merely  waited  for 
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the  symptoms  to  show.  An  hour  later  he  began  to 
sweat  and  have  abdominal  pain  that  forced  him  to 
pull  over  in  order  to  empty  his  stomach  violently. 
With  a  mask  of  bewilderment  and  fear,  she  watched 
as  confusion  set  in  and  the  seizures  began;  not  much 
later,  cardiac  arrhythmia  finished  the  job.  Landon, 
the  snake  that  he  was,  was  her  first  kill.  He  had  cast 
her  aside  as  if  she  were  nothing  and  moved  on  to 
Elliot,  a  girl  she  remembered  from  her  college  days. 
Nobody  tosses  me  aside,  she  sneered,  eyes 
narrowing  at  the  image  her  mind  provided. 

And  thus  the  Black  Widow  was  bom. 

A  delightful  shiver  ran  through  her  at  the 
memory  of  that  snake  writhing  at  her  feet  as  death 
took  him.  She  had  carefully  washed  the  vial  and  her 
clothes  to  ensure  that  no  trace  was  left.  As  exciting 
as  it  was  watching  the  slow  and  painful  process  the 
toxin  ensured,  Ally  son  knew  that  she  couldn't 
continue  using  Compound  1080;  it  was  too  unique 
and  would  surely  be  traced  back  to  her.  It  was  a 
saddening  realization,  but  one  that  would  open  the 
door  to  more  brilliant  plans. 

Azure  eyes  caught  the  next  item  and  she 
chuckled  softly.  Oh,  how  simple  it  had  been,  and 
yet  so  fulfilling.  It  was  also  the  first  time  she  had 
added  seduction  to  her  methods  and  with  such 
amazing  results.  The  sewing  needle  looked  so  out  of 
place  but  was  such  a  perfect  means  of  delivery. 
Nathan,  her  next  would-be  suitor,  was  an  awkward, 
creepy  man  who  had  taken  his  interest  in  her  too 
far.  Allyson  shuddered  at  the  lengths  he  had  gone  to 
keep  her  close  to  him.  What  was  next? 
Programming  my  voice  on  all  his  electronics?  She 
asked  herself,  cringing.  Memory  of  that  night  drove 
away  the  crawling  of  her  skin  and  played  in  her 
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mind  as  if  it  had  happened  the  day  before:  the 
clingy,  spaghetti-strapped  black  dress  mesmerizing 
him  as  she  advanced,  arms  winding  around  his  neck 
slowly.  Blue  eyes  hooded  in  seduction  as  she 
threaded  one  hand  through  his  hair  and  tilted  his 
head  down.  Her  lips  against  his,  the  briefest  of 
touches,  as  her  other  hand  carefully  revealed  the 
tiny  needle  tipped  with  taipoxin.  Just  as  she  kissed 
him,  she  slipped  the  needle  just  below  his  jugular, 
sending  the  poisonous  snake  venom  directly  into  his 
accelerated  blood  stream.  The  more  his  pulse 
increased,  the  faster  the  toxin  worked  until  he  could 
no  longer  breathe.  The  paralysis  of  his  lungs 
occurred  far  quicker  than  she  had  planned,  and  she 
couldn't  help  but  taunt  Nathan  as  he  took  his  final 
gasping  attempts  at  breathing. 

Nathan's  death  had  to  have  the  most 
absolute  planning  and  execution  in  order  to  work. 
One  wrong  move  and  she  would  have  poisoned 
herself,  whether  or  not  she  had  gotten  pricked.  As 
fun  as  it  was  to  seduce  the  man  to  his  death  and  to 
mock  him  with  the  very  attributes  he  admired  most, 
the  taipoxin  was  far  too  dangerous  to  continue  with 
as  well.  What  a  shame,  really,  she  said  to  herself, 
taipoxin  and  1080  were  so  amazing  to  watch. 
Cyanide  is  nothing  compared  to  them....  To  ensure 
that  there  would  be  no  suspicion  of  a  serial  killer 
loose  in  the  Valley,  she  changed  tactics  for  next 
victim. 

Lying  next  to  the  needle  was  a  glass 
fragment  and  a  rusted  section  of  metal  about  three 
inches  long.  The  metal  had  been  cut  from  the 
balcony  railing  of  victim  number  three:  Phil,  the 
obsessive,  possessive  stalker.  Her  eyes  narrowed  to 
slits  and  her  hands  fisted,  knuckles  a  bright  white  at 
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the  thought  of  the  man.  Stopping  just  short  of 
gritting  her  teeth,  she  reached  out  and  ran  her  finger 
over  the  smoothed  plane  of  glass.  Within  hours  of 
discovering  Phil's  tracking  of  her,  she  had 
formulated  a  plan  and  put  it  into  action.  His  favorite 
beer,  laced  with  crushed  sleeping  pills,  had  him 
stumbling  around  his  apartment  and  she  coaxed  him 
out  onto  the  balcony.  Despite  trying  to  fight  the 
sedatives,  his  unbalanced  state  worked  in  her  favor 
as  she  was  easily  able  to  push  him  over  the  thin 
balcony  railing.  A  section  broke  off  when  he  went 
over  and  a  loud  thud  accompanied  his  impact  four 
stories  down.  The  bottle  he  had  been  holding 
smashed  against  the  balcony  edge,  glass  shattering 
across  the  deck  and  the  ground  below.  Quickly  and 
carefully,  she  swiped  a  piece  of  the  glass  and  a 
fragment  of  the  broken  railing  before  hightailing  it 
out  of  the  complex. 

As  much  as  she  would  have  loved  to  have 
stayed,  Allyson  knew  it  wasn't  the  scene  to  remain 
at.  The  picture  of  Phil  lying  spread-eagle  on  the 
ground  so  far  below  her,  blood  surrounding  his 
body  was  enough.  There  were  times  when  she 
wondered  whether  or  not  she  had  let  the  bastard  off 
easy  before  reminding  herself  that  his  perfect  public 
image  would  be  shattered  due  to  the  manner  of  his 
death;  it  was  written  off  as  an  intoxicated  accident 
that  left  him  ridiculed.  That  was  more  than  enough 
for  her. 

She  turned  to  the  next  item.  A  mattress 
spring  stood  on  the  felt-covered  wood;  one  end  was 
bent  and  sharpened,  pointing  upwards  menacingly. 
Allyson  snickered,  shaking  her  head.  Jay  had  been 
such  a  cocksure  man  and  was  most  proud  of 
himself,  albeit  through  the  subtle  and  charming  way 
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he  carried  himself.  In  reaUty,  he  was  nothing  like 
the  man  he  came  off  as.  Of  all  her  victims,  Jay  had 
the  most  potential  to  actually  become  a  permanent 
lover  until  she  found  his  one  major  fault.  The  poor 
man  never  stood  a  chance  after  that.  Having  dated 
him  for  the  longest  amount  of  time,  she  knew  his 
schedule  and  the  best  entry  and  exit  points  in  his 
house;  all  she  had  to  do  was  sneak  in  and  plant  her 
trap.  It  was  a  risky  plan  but  it  had  to  be  done:  she 
hid  the  spring  within  his  mattress  and  arranged  the 
covers  to  hide  it.  The  biggest  problem  was  not 
breaking  into  his  house  or  placing  the  spring,  but 
rather  ensuring  that  she  could  get  him  in  the  proper 
position  for  it  to  work.  Later  that  night,  after  she 
had  slipped  blood  thinners  and  anticoagulants  into 
his  food,  she  suggested  going  back  to  his  place.  The 
smug  bastard  agreed.  Once  there,  she  carefully  had 
maneuvered  him  in  line  with  the  spring  before 
brazenly  pressing  his  knees  against  the  edge  and 
pushing  him  into  a  sitting  position.  The  moment  he 
sat,  his  weight  sank  onto  the  jagged  spring,  pushing 
it  up  and  through  his  groin.  Impaled  soundly,  Jay 
folded  in  on  himself  in  pain,  moaning.  Blood 
continued  to  pour  out  of  him  despite  his  best  efforts, 
and  every  movement  to  try  to  remove  the  spring 
only  resulted  in  a  deeper,  more  agonizing 
penetration.  She  stood  over  him,  simply  watching 
for  the  few  minutes  it  took  for  him  to  exsanguinate. 
That  memory  sent  a  thrill  through  her  body, 
raising  delightful  shivers  and  goose  bumps.  The 
plan  had  been  so  simple  and  so  . ..normal  that  it  was 
nearly  perfect.  The  look  on  his  face  when  the  metal 
sliced  through  his  groin  was  one  she  would  never 
forget.  If  only  he  had  been  a  better  lover,  she 
lamented  for  a  brief  moment.  AUyson  knew  that  no 
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lover  could  ever  compare  to  the  thrill  killing  gave 
her  now;  it  elicited  an  excitement  and  response 
within  her  that  no  orgasm  could  ever  achieve.  The 
planning  was  her  foreplay;  the  act,  her  intercourse; 
that  fmal  breath  before  death,  her  climax.  Murder 
was  her  lover,  and  a  most  exquisite  one  at  that. 
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The  Journey 

By  Shniqua  Christian 

Sitting,  thinking,  wondering,  merely  pondering, 
In  the  seat  closet  to  the  door,  she  can  feel  someone 

watching; 

An  alien  from  another  country  or  is  she  a  citizen, 
With  disgust  in  their  eyes  as  if  she  was  a  criminal. 

You  know  not  who  she  is,  or  where  she  came  from, 
A  young  girl  in  a  cart,  minding  her  business  all 

through  song; 
For  this  is  the  reaction  they  have  on  someone. 
Who  looks  less  like  them,  but  more  of  a  slave 

person. 
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Hourglass  of  Disconcert 

By  SCBernadette 

Hearts  hammer,  each  second  passes  so  slowly,  marked  by  grains 

of  sand 

Fall  through  the  hourglass,  counting  down 

To  the  moment  it  all  ends.  Grains  funnel  through. 

Into  the  cinched  center,  as  time  previously  sifted  drowns. 

It's  moving  too  fast  to  slow,  yet  not  fast  enough  it  all  seems. 

Bringing  everything  that  much  closer  to  a  universe-ending  blow. 

Fearless  heroes  unable  to  concoct  a  plan  to  stave  the  explosion 

Dr  escape  intact;  time  rushes  fast,  and  so  fluid,  its  flow. 

More  sand  gone,  lost  to  the  other  side  of  glass 

With  so  very  little  time  left  as  it  drops. 

And  just  like  that,  time  just 

Stops. 

It's  a  momentary  reprieve. 

And  our  heroes  act,  no  time  to  waste, 

Working  to  save  their  world,  their  lives  in  time; 

Fear  and  adrenaline  pulsing,  now  fueling  their  pace. 

Scrambling  for  their  tools,  putting  this  "Plan  B"  into  action, 

To  each  their  own,  quickly  and  efficiently;  true  team  in  concert. 

Each  moment  now  precious,  each  movement  precise...  but, 

Sand  falls  quickly  now,  as  to  countdown  time  reverts. 

Panic  suppressed,  fear  fought  past  as  heroes  try 

To  finish  their  plan  before  all  is  too  late. 

Mere  seconds  left,  sand  near  gone, 

Eyes  close  in  failure  when  the  last  grain  falls;  detonation  to  clean 

the  slate. 


